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^S, OD'S way to Peace can never 
V*k fail; 

Nd The Christmas Bells will al- 
ways ring, 
God's carolers will always sing 
Of "Peace on earth, good will to 
men." 
The world would hail this 

Christmas Day— 
If men would only try God's 
way! 

Mrs. Commissioner Arnold. 
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EARLY twenty - nine 
years ago I was privil- 
eged to go to Palestine 
and, among other inter- 
esting sacred spots, visit- 
ed the Church of the 
Nativity at Bethlehem. The build- 
ing itself is historic and possesses 
many notable features. Moreover, 
it is claimed that this is the oldest 
and most sacred Christian edifice in 
the world, enclosing a portion of 
the basilica built by Constantine 
over the birthplace of Jesus. The 
church bells in those days sounded 
out their message of gladness over 
the hills frequented long ago by 
David, Joab and other great war- 
riors. 

Nineteen years passed, and early 
one Christmas morning I sat in a 
small upstairs room in San Fran- 
cisco, Cali- 
fornia, 1 i s t- 
ening to a 
British 
around - the- 
world broad- 
cast. To my 
great joy I 
heard an- 
nounced over 
the air that, 
from far-off 
Palestine, the 
bells in the 
Church of 
the Nativity 
were to ring. 
And as they rang, their chimes 
must have brought a comforting 
message of joy and gladness to 
Christians listening-in the world 
over, for their harmonies spoke of 
the Birth of Jesus, of the Stable 
and Manger, and the Song of the 
Angels over the fields of Boaz. They 
spoke of Him who in the days of 
His ministry said, 'If the Son there- 
fore shall make you free, ye shall 
be free indeed." 

In April, 1943, I was in Rugby, 
England, and on a beautiful 
Easter Sabbath morning, with a 
blue sky overhead and the earth 
emblazoned with the glory of 



MUSIC THAT COULD NOT BE MUTED 

When the roof of this ancient church, 
where Sir Francis Drake once wor- 
shipped, was demolished by bombs, the 
bells were silenced; but the chimes rang 
on in the hearts of the worshippers as 
congregations doubled and services were 
held in the roofless edifice. At the top 
left corner of this striking picture may 
be seen the local Salvation Army Band 
Joining in the service of praise led by the 
rector 




Mrs. Commissioner 
Orames 



THE BELLS 



By C 



ommissioner 



B. 



spring flowers and green pastures, I 
heard the local church bells sound- 
ing out the invitation to all to 
come and worship. The music of 
these bells, silent for three dark 
years of war, pn that day somehow 
seemed to ease the burdens of past 
strenuous days and nerve-racking 
nights, and make glad hearts grown 
weary with long waiting. Those 
clanging bells were not only a call 
to the worshippers to attend the 
House of God, but were also an in- 
dication that the cause for their 
long silence had been almost en- 
tirely removed, and people again 
breathed freely. 

FROM our earliest childhood we 
have learned to associate 
Christmas-time with bells: bells in 
churches, bells on sleigh horses, 
bells woven into Christmas decora- 
tions and pictures; bells, the sym- 
bol of gladness and freedom, 

This year we have special cause 
for rejoicing because the hour for 
the emancipation of once free peo- 
ples, now held in bondage, draws 
perceptibly nearer. This terrible 
war with all its sadness and sorrow 
is nearing its final stages, and the 
days are surely not too far off when 
the whole world will witness the 
dawn of a better day; and if the 
will to perform be as strong as the 
plans now set down on paper, then 
"freedom from want, freedom from 
fear, freedom of worship, and free- 
dom of speech," may yet come 




within reach of all peoples of the 
world. 

THE name of Jesus was selected 
before birth. "His name shall be 
called Jesus," was the instruction 
carried out. The root of the word 
signifies Salvation, and it is claimed 
that it has some connection with 
that of Joshua, the great emanci- 
pator who led the children of Israel 
out of bondage into Canaan. To- 
day the word Jesus stands for One 
Person only — and One alone. The 
date of birth is easy to remember, 
because we reckon time by it: we 
(Conti?iiied on page 30) 





THE OLD HOME.— King Frost reigns without, but 'tis cosy and bright within 
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HREE words turned a strong, grim 

if±-"::^ . ;:s-^S I man into a laughing child. He held a 

telegram in his hand and read aloud 
for the tenth time, "Arrived safely, 
Gwen." 

He could scarcely believe that 
an end had come to an anxiety 
- : ~. !j ; ;]|| which had never left him since it 
SSjadJ was decided that his only child was 
~ to take a dangerous sea journey. 
There had been no, news. The ship was long overdue, 
according to first schedules. Every day he grew more 
silent, more determined not to let anyone see how he 
felt while all the time, dear fellow, his face told the 
story of his heart. 

Then she was through. Dangers were past. He 
laughed. He declared he knew all along it would be all 
right. He wiped a tear away and laughed again and 
said it again. His little Gwen! Nothing could happen 
to her. He'd been praying about her. 

Later he learned a little of what lay behind those 
three words in the telegram. The travel program had 
gone wrong. Grave perils had arisen. Only by the 
bravery and skill of the captain of the escort vessel 
had the liner been brought through. There had been 
hours when ordinary courage would have been insuf- 
ficient. Only by the swift accurate movements of a man 
equipped to be a deliverer had many lives been saved. 

if 'if OW much better off we should all be if men real- 
,i il ized that human programs have in them a fatal 
element of error, that schedules get adrift and un- 
suspected perils arise, from which there is no escape 
but by the courage and skill of a leader who is also a 
Saviour. 

So we come with ever-increasing thankfulness to 
another Christmas, and to the promise: 

"UNTO YOU IS BORN A SAVIOUR" 
To-day, from the midst of our darkness, we see that 
people need a deliverer who can save, not merely legis- 
late; who can deal with the wills of men, as well as 
inspire in them bright ideals. 

The nations to-day have a long 
catalogue of needs that any school- 
boy could detail; — peace, security, 
freedom from want, the right to 
live, access on equal terms to the 
trade and raw materials of the 
world, full co-operation in the eco- 
nomic field. 

Programs embracing all these 
essentials to progress, and many 
more, are being drawn up, and in 
so far as they crystallize the 
thoughts of forward-looking people, 
and map out the road ahead, they 



are a notable contribution to our times. But if they 
distract our attention from our need of a Saviour who 
can work a revolution in the hearts of men, even ex- 
cellent programs will become tools in the hands of the 
Devil, who stays not his hand in increasing the con- 
fusion and despair. 

\\j\J E want more light on these questions. We must 
\T\/ discuss them, search them out, find out their im- 
plications, see how far they will work. So the Services 
are discussing; Industry is discussing; Youth is discuss- 
ing; religious circles are discussing. Every canteen is a 
debating shop, every factory hums with the arguments. 
But men and women so often fail to see that the 
light they need on the question under discussion is the 
light from God's revelation of man as a sinner needing 
a Saviour. Get that right and much else will come right! 
The factor that torpedoes home happiness, sabot- 
ages honest trading, and bombs to pieces national 
understanding, is the old one of sin, the destroying, 
separating, selfish element that no philosophy can ex- 
plain away, no matter what pretty words it finds. 

IF THE HEART GOES WRONG, ALL GOES WRONG 

Men are sick creatures and they can do precious 
little about it. With all our marvellous conquest of the 
world we can't keep our own hearts in the way. And 
if the heart goes wrong all goes wrong. And it's ?ni/ 
heart, not the other fellow's heart, that God wants me 
in the first place to be worried over. Inequalities, 
tyrannies, cruelties, and oppressions, all the sins of the 
men of power, cry to high heaven, as in the clays of the 
Old Testament indignation, over social injustice. Such 
poisonous weeds spring from selfish hearts. True 
indeed! And bad workmanship, petty pilfering of time 
and goods, spoiling of health through sensual habits 
and all the sorry catalogue of the sins of the poor 
spring from the same root! If it is wrong for the rich 
man in his castle to make a tool of the poor man at 
his gate, it is also wrong for the poor man to be lazy, 
envious, good-for-nothing. (Continued on page 28) 



THEIR MAJESTIES, Kimj Geoi-ije and 
Queen Elizabeth, are shown during an in- 
spection of a Salvation Army War Service 
Canteen in London. General G. L. Car- 
penter, who escorted the Royal visitors, is 
at the extreme left of the photograph 
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"The Lord hath made bare His holy arm 
in the eyes of all the nations; and all the 
ends of the earth shall see the salvation 

of OUr God Isaiah 52:10. 
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A garden gate in old China 

THE ARMY 
F .0 UNDER, 
William 
Booth, had few 
regrets when at 
an advanced age 
he bade adieu 
to this world, 
but one of these 
was that he had 
not seen the 
globe - girdling 
work of the Or- 
ganization established in China. It 
is said that he made his son Bram- 
well, his suceessor, promise to send 
pioneer Officers to that vast land at 
the earliest opportunity — which 
eventually was done in 1916. 

Thus was laid the foundation of a 
noble work among a people who 
through long centuries have proved 
among the finest in charaeter the 
world has ever known, and who 
doubtless arc destined to play a 
great part in the near future. 
Especially so by reason of the in- 
spiring fact that the leaders have 
accepted the Christian faith and are 
striving by example and precept to 



direct their people 
in the way of 
righteousness. 

Despite the sad 
ravages of many 
years of war the 
Chinese people have 
been marvellously 
upheld in their de- 
termination, ana 
their high morale 
generally has aston- 
ished a world deeply 
absorbed in its own 
troubles. Beyond 
doubt this largely 
has been due to the 
remarkable Chris- 
tian influence of 
Generalissimo and 
Madame Chiang Kai-shek and in 
turn their firm avowal of faith in 
God and prayer. Having a definite 
share in the transformation of the 
people, vast though the population 
is, are the great missionary agencies, 
including the China Inland Mission, 
founded by that man of extraor- 



small interest, for numbers of Offi- 
cers from the Land of the Maple 
have labored in north and south 
China for many years and a devoted 
group of pioneers is helping to build 
up the work in West China, par- 
ticularly in and around Chung- 
king, where, at the time of writing, 
Generalissimo and Madame Chiang 
Kai-shek, ever appreciative of The 
Army's efforts, have their head- 
quarters. 

An Epic Incident 

The Army has to its credit the 
alleviating of distress in numerous 
great disasters resulting from flood 
and famine, which, in China, affect 
enormous numbers of families and 
individuals. The account of the 
feeding of hundreds of thousands of 
refugees in Shanghai, when a uni- 
versity building and campus were 
turned over to The Army by dis- 
tracted authorities, is an epic inci- 
dent in The Army's history, and in- 
cidentally the Officer in charge of 
the mammoth venture, Brigadier B. 



TAKING "TIDINGS 

of GREAT JOY" to 
CHINAS MULTITUDES 



dinary faith, Hudson Taylor, and 
The Salvation Army whose dual 
activities have brought spiritual 
light and succor to hundreds of 
thousands of needy creatures. 
In this good work Canada has no 
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By ALBERT E. ELLIOTT 



NOT a cloud was seen in the sky 
that night, 
Not a jarring note was heard, 
As the glory of God shone forth in 
light, 
And an angel spake this word: 

"Fear not: jar, behold, I bring 

Good tidings of great joy, 
For unto you is born a King' — . 

A Saviour. Christ the Lord. 
And in a manger ye shall find 

T/ie Babe in swaddling clothes." 
(It is tlvrougli Him to all mankind 

God's lone and mercy flows.) 

"And suddenly with the angel was 
A heavenly multitude 
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Praising Him and saying thus: 

'Glory, glory be to God, 
Peace on earth, good will toward 
men.' 
Christ has come, in hearts to 
reign." 

Oh, can it be, through all these 
years, 
That PEACE may yet be found?— 
Amid the sorrow and the tears 

That in this world abound?— 
"PEACE AND GOOD WILL" in- 
stead of strife 
With all its grief and pain? 
Ah! Would to God, men saw the 
Light 
And heard the Song again' 



Morris, is now stationed in Canada. 

It is not generally known that 

Army Officers laboring in various 



LOVE AMD FAITH 

Ce-pHE life of Christ is i a 
J- long record of affliction 
and persecution. His spirit of 
forbearance, His love and 
benevolence shine through it 
all. No more valuable lesson 
has yet to come to me out of 
my Christian experience. 
Without religion there can be 
. no real understanding of life. 
\ Without faith our human 
( problems, great and small, are 
) difficult of solution."— Gener- 
) alissimo Chiang Kai-shek. 

parts of China have been instru- 
mental in distributing thousands 
upon thousands of Bibles, Gospels 
and Scripture portions to residents 
in towns and villages, and the in- 
fluence of the spreading of the Word 
of Life in this manner cannot be 
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estimated; nor the fact that for 
many years past The Army has 
trained scores of Chinese young 
men and women as Officers in its 
Training Colleges, thus enabling 
native-born Salvationists to take 
the Evangel of Christ to their own 
people. 

At the moment the work in some 
parts of this vast country, with its 
diverse climates and characteristics, 
is restricted, but in other sections 
the Good News is being broadcast 
without let or hindrance, the com- 
mon people accepting the message 
of Salvation gladly. 

The words of the Apostle Paul 
describing his experiences in pro- 
claiming the unsearchable riches of 
Christ to those who sit in the 
shadow of death might well apply 



GOD FIRST 

( ( (~^) -WE 0/ my strongest 
^-^ childhood impressions is 
of my mother going to a room 
she kept for the purpose on 
the third floor to pray. 

"She spent hours in prayer, 
often beginning before dawn. 
When we asked her advice 
about anything she would 
say, 'I must ask God first.' " 
Madame Chiang Kai-shek. 



to The Army's intrepid missionary 

adventurers in China: 

In journeyings often . . . in 
perils of waters . . . in perils in 
the city, in perils in the wilder- 
ness . . . in hunger and thirst . . . 
(2 Corinthians 11:26.) 
Prior to the closing of the famous 

Burma Road, two Salvationists 

negotiated its torturous windings, 




A portion of China's Great Wall, built by one of the emperors of the Tsin dynasty. 
The structure is 1,500 miles long and more than twenty feet high 



ascents and descents, partly by 
truck and partly on foot; in 
constant danger from rock- 
slides and enemy raids and 
taking many weeks to reach 
their destination. 

Another Officer, speaking 
several languages, plunged 
through jungles, along trop- 
ical trails, over mountainous 
terrain to tell the story of 
Christ's wonderful power to 
save. He was sent, with 
others, to combat terrible 
famine conditions, and in 
more than one hundred cities 
and villages he distributed 
cloth, grain and Gospel por- 
tions. Thousands of villagers 
were dying from starvation 
and many had not seen .grain 
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for months. They ate grass, bark, 
leaves — anything they could obtain. 
When the people saw The Army 
come with food and clothing they 
saw Christianity in action, and were 
convinced. In one place a heathen 
temple was cleansed from its idols 
and the building given over to The 
Army. 

Thousands of stories could be 
written of conversions to Christ and 
of Chinese men and women, boys 
and girls boldly witnessing 1:o their 
new-found faith, despite opposition 
and persecution. In many cases con- 
verts returned to their homes in 
distant regions and the spark thus 
kindled was fanned into a blaze 
which spread far and wide. 

In concluding this article it may 
not be inappropriate to recall the 
fact that Major-General Victor 
Odium, of Vancouver, and at this 
writing, Canadian Minister to 
China, whose Christian principles 
are widely known, officiated at the 
opening of one of The Army's 
Canadian War Services Centres in 
Britain with much acceptance, 
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The Gentle Touch 




4 poor man nerved by thee shall make thee rich; 
A sick man helped by thee shall make thee strong; 
Thou shalt be served thyself by every sense 
Of sewice which thou renderest. 
' Elizabeth Barrett Browning. 




One of Canada's large hospitals regular- 
ly viaited by League of Mercy workers 

[y=allE telephone bell jangled nqis- 
II i!y. hut the busy housewife, 
" unstudied in innumerable tasks 

performed amid the clatter of 

modern city life, for the moment. 

ivarcely paid heed. 

lint the summons was imperative, 
and there' i-vemed to be something 
about the bell's insi.sl.enee that 
spelled "must." The housewife 
hastened to the telephone table in 
the hall. 

An Urgent Kequcst 

"Oh. is th;n you. Mrs. X . 

Would you be able to go 10 the hos- 
pital to visit a dying woman'.' 
Relatives have asked for a Salva- 
tionist, and I ean't think of anyone 
just now. but you." 

Tile hou.-ewifo — also a Salva- 
tionist and a member of the 
Lea uue of Mercy — pondered a mo- 
ment. She^ was quite behind with 
her work. There was supper to pre- 

m 
m 

M 

y 
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pare, and the children would be 
coming home with a rush. It was 
not exactly a task that everyone 
would be ready to do. 

But she thought of a lonely soul 
passing out into the dark alone, and 
without hesitation replied, "Cer- 
tainly, I'll go." A sigh of relief came 
from the other end of the wire. 

A short time later a slightly- 
built woman in uniform left the 
house; also the key under the mat 
for the first member of the family 
who should return home. She fairly 
flew down the street, to the won- 
derment of the neighbors, and 
boarded a street-car for the section 
of the city in which the great hos- 
pital — the House of Pain, some 
termed it — was situated. 

Genuine Appreciation 

The door-keeper greeted her with 
a smile; she was well-known for 
her ministrations, usually in com- 
pany with another woman-Salva- 
tionist. As a rule the couple carried 
and distributed numerous copies of 
The War Cry, and the patients were 
Kcnuinely appreciative of the papers 
and their cheery message. 

The visitor hurried on to the 
dying woman's room, which she 
located at the end o£ a long hall- 
way. A nurse writing at a desk 
glanced up and nodded a welcome. 
Without ceremony she indicated the 
ward. 

The bonnetted visitor entered the 
room and the sick woman's eyes 






By LIEUT.-COLONEL II. C. TUTTE 



i-!p HE Christmas tree glowed Just 
A as bright 

As it shone in other years, 
Though i n candle light, 
We viewed the sight, 
Thro' a mist of lonely tears. 

We can't forget, dear, you're awa> 
In the dangers "over there," 
God will, we pray, 
This Christmas Day 
Keep you safely in His care. 

When Christ in Bethlehem was 
h o r n 
Sortie One looked from above 

For the race forlorn, 
'Twns a happy morn, 
But for God 'twas a gift of love, 



that 
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Oh! What did it mean to 
Loving One, 
Who would seek to save the lost 
His only Son 
Death's Vale must run 
To pay Redemption's cost. 

So God can understand my heart 
Which grieves for a dear om 
gone, 
He knows the smart, 
When loved ones part, 
For He parted with His Son. 

Ahi We cannot know 

All the pain and woe 
Right's triumph must forebode, 

But with Faith aglow 

As our loved ones go 
We'll send them forth for God. 



turned in her direction. A friend or 
relative was seated at the bedside. 

It spoke volumes for the tact and 
wisdom shown by the gentle Sal- 
vationist that her short visit caused 
no disturbance. She spoke a soft 
word or two, offered a tender 
prayer and observed silently, as she 
made her exit, that grateful tears 
were glistening in the woman's 
eyes, and also those of her friend. 
In the Hour of Need 

Blessing had been left behind and 
God's light had penetrated a soul 
almost ready to bid farewell to a 
world of pain and strife. 

The Salvationist, as she hastened 
home, felt that God had honored 
her obedience and thus in turn had 
brought comfort to a soul in the 
hour of dire need. 

Next day a funeral service was 
held, and there were but few 
mourners to follow the body to its 
resting place in the cemetery. One 
of these, however, was the League 
of Mercy worker, still bringing 
comfort and consolation to troubled 
hearts. She had clone what she 
could. 

HpHE foregoing incident serves 
.!.!. as an example of a hundred 
such kindly deeds performed by 
The Army's League of Mercy work- 
ers in scores of cities throughout 
the land. These devoted women — 
many of them wives of busy execu- 
tive Officers— visit institutions, pro- 
vide comforts, arrange services and 
programs, especially at Christnias- 
tide, write letters, contact relatives 
and friends, record last messages, 
and do those nameless acts of love 
which warm the heart and must 
surely earn the commendation of 
One who intimated that even a cup 
of cold water given in His name 
would be reckoned as given unto 
Him. These unsung and unpubli- 
cized everyday heroines believe 
that: 

"There are lonely hearts to 
cherish, 
While the days are going by; 
There are weary souls who 
perish, 
While the days are going by: 
If a smile we can renew, 
As our journey we pursue, 
Oh, the good we all may do, 
While the days are going by." 

A BIBLE BENEDICTION 

THE Lord bless thee and keep 
thee; the Lord make His face to 
shine upon thee and be gracious 
unto thee; the Lord lift up His 
countenance upon thee and give 
thee peace. — Numbers 6:23. 
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SWEET CHINING BELL 






A FAMILIAR CAROL SET TO A CHARMING TUNE 



Moderato. m. J - n. 



^y p. I id— 



pi :d 
d :d 



Is 
Id 



n : r .de Ir : r .n I f 
d :t, .le.lt, :r .do I r 



:r 
:l, 



.f 



pi :- I- :d .r 
A :- I- :d 



pi : d Is 
d :d |d 



^^ 



35 



P 



^^ 



3 



± tt=m 3 



r 

1. While slieplierds watched their flocks by night, All seat-ed on the ground, The an. gel of the 

2. Fear not, said he, lor might- y dread Had seized their trou-bled mind, Glad ti-dings o[ great 

3. To you, in Di - vid's town, this day, Is horn of Da -vid's line, A Sa-viour,who is 

4. The hcaven-ly Babe you there shall find To hu - nun view dis - played, All mean-ly wrapped in 

5. Thus spate the, se . raph; and forth- with Ap - pe.ued a shin-ing throng Of an-gcls,piais-ing 
0. All glo- ry be to God on high, And to the earth be peace; Good, will honcefurlhfVom 
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1. Lord came down, And glo • ry shone a - round. 

2. joy I bring To you and all man - kind. 

3. Christ the Lord; And this shall be the sign: 
<l. swath - ing bands. And in a man-gor laid. 
5. God on high, Who thus ad-dressed their song: 
fi. heaven to men Be - gin and ne - ver cease. 
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Interrupted 



hi (lit' fourth year of the 
Stitmid World War a stalwart 
Weal em SaUmtumist, together 
ivitli an entliusiastic host of his 
fellow - countrymen, voyaged 
overseas to aid in the defence 
of the Motherland. Feio, if any, 
guessed that this young cru- 
sucier, ichose grandparents be- 
fore migrating to Canada lived 
under the shadow of the 
majestic Alps, had an interest- 
ing and even romantic back- 
ground linked up with the 
early and tumultuous days of 
The. Salvation Army in France. 
The. story which follows (and 
the fact already given) strik- 
ingly illustrates the virility of 
the roots of early-day Army 
planting in a foreign land, 
which, surviving a change of 
language, environment and 
customs in Canada's Western 
-melting-pot, thrives to-day in 
ft thorough- going family of 
Salvationists. 

NOT far from the border- 
lino which separates France 
from Switzerland is a pic- 
turesquely-situated village, 
behind which towers the mighty 
and magnificent Alps. Here Louis 
Bourquin was born. 

Louis' parents were strict mem- 
bers of the Protestant Church and 
they attended regularly a place of 
worship every Sunday. Their son, a 
bright, intelligent lad, grew to love 
the services and take an interest in 
the religious exercises. 

One eventful day L' Armec du 
Salut, as The Salvation Army is 
called in France, "opened fire" on 
the town, the pioneer Officers, with 
their strange garb and flashing 
eyes and earnest demeanor, causing 
the somewhat staid townsfolk to 



lift their eye- 
brows in 
startled sur- 
prise. Their 
appraisal o i 
the "new re- 
ligion," how- 
ever, invari- 
ably ended in 
a shrug of the 
shoulders and 
an expressive 
gesture of the 
hands. Who 
were these 
mad folk, and 
what need had 
they to disturb 
the quiet calm 
of daily life in 
t h e village? 
Who, indeed! 

Louis was 
deeply inter- 
ested in the 
n e w c o m e rs. 
"**' He rather 

liked their 
sincere, earnest ways and could 
feel intuitively that their religion 
was genuine enough, even if 
demonstrated in a vastly different 



Louis Learned to Sing the Songs 
of Salvation in His Native Land 
Many Years Ago, But When He 
Came to the New World the 
Song Had Died in His Heart. A 
Set of Providential Circum- 
stances, However, Led Remark- 
bly to His Restoration and the 
Melody Burst Forth Anew 



And so it came to pass, in the 
midst of the turmoil and stormy in- 
terruptions which nightly proved 
part of the meetings, the lad, then 
sixteen years of age, was found 
kneeling at the Mercy-Seat, with 
other penitents, crying to God for 
an experience, which up till then he 
had professed but never possessed. 

This is the song he learned to 
sing that night: 




In the village nestling in the foothills of the 

Alps the strangely. garbed pioneers held their 

meetings and sold the "En Avant" 

manner from that of the stately and 
quite formal church services he had 
been in the habit of attending. He 
would see more of these people he 
told himself with an approving nod 
of the head. 
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Melody 



J'ai un Sauveur puissant pour 
vie garder, 

Pour me garder, Pour me 
garder, 

J'ai un Sauveur puissant pour 
me garder, 

Pour vie garder a jamais. 

Yes, it was true. Jesus was 
"strong to deliver, mighty to save, 
and to keep." Those were the days 
in which to wear The Army's rather 
quaint uniform meant "carrying the 
cross" in stern reality. "Ha!" laugh- 
ed a passer-by to Louis as he was 
witnessing for Christ in the open- 
air ring one day. "That is the brand 
of the Devil — the mark of the 
Beast. Read about it for yourself in 
the Bible." And he pointed de- 
risively at the uniform Louis wore. 

It surely required a stout heart 
for Louis to bear up under such 
disturbing circumstances but, God 



THE STORY OF AN OLD 

LAND AND A NEW 

OPPORTUNITY 



A moated and picturesque castle in 
a corner of old Europe 




helping him, he determined bravely 
to fight his way through. 

The meetings in the makeshift 
Hall — special permission from the 
Prefect of Police had to be obtained 
to stand un the streets — were the 
rendezvous of the "gamin," lowest 
of the low, in town. Crash! The 
glass in the casement windows 
would fly in fragments, as sticks 
and stones were hurled with savage 
fury. The sorely-buffetted Salva- 
tionists were not free from the 
violence of the mob and often they 
received cuts and bruises — some- 
times worse! 

In spite of it all L' Armee du 
Salut went forward and Louis be- 
came a fully -fledged Soldier. Un- 
fortunately he met with decided 
opposition on the part of his 
parents from time to time, and he 
was hindered from entering the 
Training College — the desire of his 
heart — because he could not get 
consent, a then necessary part of 
the procedure in France. His 
parents also went so far as to have 
the lad haled before the town 
magistrate, to emphasize their stand 
in the matter. 

Time rolled on, however, and 
Louis remained at his trade as 
metal worker, rising eventually to 
the post of foreman; but his am- 
bition had been thwarted and his 
heart was sore. Then he heard 
about Canada and its rolling 
prairies, and a desire surged 
through his heart to see more of the 
wide world. He would follow the 
sun Westward. 

'!: lis «i 

IN a western Saskatchewan town, 
a group of Salvationists are 
earnestly proclaiming the Gospel 



message, their audience consisting 
mainly of homesteaders and farm- 
ers who have driven into town for 
the Saturday's shopping. A hand- 
some and well-built man, wearing 
a pointed French-style beard, list- 
ens intently to the speakers, and 
into his eyes there steals a remin- 
iscent look. The stranger is none 
other than Louis, and his thoughts 
are far away in his old homeland, 
where as a uniformed Salvationist 
he so courageously held the day for 
his Lord and Master. 

How comes it that Louis looks on 
at The Army's open-air meetings 
and does not take part as formerly? 
That is the story for the telling of 
which one must hark back fifteen 
years, to the time when he first 
landed on Canadian shores. 

The Effects of Neglect 

A stranger in a strange land, not 
able to converse in English, the 
young man grew shy of the people 
in the land of his adoption. Not be- 
ing able to make himself known to 
Salvationists by speech, and having 
taken up the lonely task of home- 
steading, as was the case with so 
many, he became lax in his devo- 
tions. Thus it came to pass, ere 
long, his neglect separated him 
from God. The hours of sweet com- 
munion were no longer his and he 
allowed pleasures of other kinds, 
less satisfying, to occupy his spare 
time. Sad to relate he fell into 
liquor habits until the appetite had 
mastery over him. 

Break away from it, he could not. 



For a long period he drank a bottle 
of wine and much beer and spirits 
daily, until no one would have 
recognized in him the same Louis 
that once marched proudly behind 
the Blood and Fire Banner in the 
old-fashioned Alpine village. It was 
the same old story of the house 
having been once cleansed letting in 
seven devils, making it worse than 
at the beginning. 

But somewhere, in one of his 
trunks, Louis had a once much used 
copy of the "Chants de V Armee du 
Salut" (Salvation Army Songs); 
really a cherished possession. 

Once in a while he would bring 
the book out and, possessing a tune- 
ful voice, would sing from it. But 
alas, he could not sing from the 
heart as formerly. 

Now three things providentially 
transpired to bring about the re- 
clamation of the wanderer. First 
was the testimony of the Corps 
Officer given at the open-air meet- 
ing on the occasion referred to, in 
which the speaker told the in- 
tensely-interested crowd how God 
had delivered him from the ways 
of sin. The second was a package of 
familiar (to him) "En Avants" 
(French War Crys), sent by a 
friend; and the third occurrence, 
and that which drove the sword of 
conviction up to its hilt in his al- 
ready disturbed bosom, was a let- 
ter which bore the post-mark of a 
French town. It contained the news 
of the promotion to Glory of a 
Salvationist, who had shared his 
early battles. (Continued on page 22) 
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An Imperishable Memory 



Shrined Within the 
Guardian Chambers 
of Canada s Stately 
Parliament Buildings 
Rests the Nation s 
Book of Remem- 
brance 



M 



OWIIERE in the world 
is there ;i book just like 
Canada's Book of Re- 
membrance. 

This; beautiful memor- 
ial to the nation's Great 
"War dead lies in the stately Memor- 
ial Chamber of the Parliament 
Buildings at Ottawa. Berlin in 1932. 
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[Photoi by Malalc, Ottawa 
Men of the Veteran's Guard of Canada are seen examining the Book of Remem- 
brance, the title pages of which, inscribed in both English and French, are seen 
superimposed. At the left is a facsimile of the page dedicated to the memory of 
Canadians whose names do not appear in the book, but whose lives were shortened 
because of their military service 
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after the com- 
pletion of the 
Peace Tower and 
Memorial Cham- 
ber, it contains 
the names of 
60,651 Canadians 
who made the 
supreme sacri- 
'^ BTJ i a gl' Rce during the 
""•""•"W. Great War of 
, 19H-18. 

The original 
manuscript can 
be seen only through the plate glass cover of the casket 
in the Central Chamber, and may not be handled by the 
public. The pages are turned according to a calendar 
so that each is exposed on the same day of the same 
month in each year. At a desk, just outside the Cham- 
ber, are photographic copies of the many pages bound 
together in book form. These are for public reference. 
The Canadian artists who produced the book are too 
modest to permit a comparison with acknowledged 
masterpieces of illuminated manuscript, such as the 
Book of Kells, the Lindisfarne Gospels, the Gutenburg 



Bible, and others, but it is not too much to expect that 
time will place its own imprint of artistic worth upon 
Canada's Book of Remembrance. One thing is certain, 
no modern book of similar size and character has been 
so carefully executed or completely decorated. Every 
page has its special significance. Every page is done by 
hand. It is vivid with pure gold and brilliant color. 

The main purpose of the book is the recording, for 
posterity, of the names of those who gave their lives 
in the Great War of 1914-1918. The embellishment of 
the pages is therefore of secondary importance and is 
designed solely to enrich and relieve the serried col- 
umns of names written in solid black. In both the writ- 
ing of the names and in the decorations every care has 
been taken to use materials known by experience and 
test to be the most permanent. For example, the pages 
are of extra thick opaque calf-skin vellum; there 
exist to-day many specimens of illuminated vellum 
centuries old as evidence of its longevity. Only the 
finest 24 karat gold has been employed, and only those 
pigments which are renowned for purity and perman- 
ence. 

The black ink used for the writing was chosen for 
its durability after many rigid tests, such as wetting, 
rubbing and prolonged (Continued on page 21) 
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tories of The 
Army Founder 



MOVING EPISODES IN A 
GREAT CAREER 
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S an example of the harrow- 
ing effect produced upon General 
William Booth's mind by the desti- 
tution and depravity of London, 
Miss Short, a lady who lived 
with the Booths for many years, 
relates the story of the first Christ- 
mas Day she spent in his home. 

The General (she says) had de- 
termined that the children should 
have a thoroughly happy, old- 
fashioned Christmas, and for a 
week beforehand every prepara- 
tion was made for a great family 
festival. The children were full of 
excitement, and I really thought it 
would be a day of the purest hap- 
piness. 

But when the General returned 
from his preaching at Whitechapel 
on Christmas morning, he was pale, 
haggard and morose. He did his 
best to enter into the children's fun 
and frolic, but it was no use; he 
kept relapsing into silence and 
gloom. He looked dreadfully white 
and drawn just as if he were ill 
or harrassed by some grievous 
worry. 

Then suddenly he burst out, "I'll 
never have a Christmas Day like 
this again!" and, getting on his feet 
and walking up and down the room 
like a caged lion, he told us of the 
sights he had seen that morning in 
Whitchapel, indignantly saying, 
"The poor have nothing but the 
public-house — nothing but the pub- 
lic-house!" 
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William Booth's birthplace at Nottingham 



I remember how he once stopped 
me at every public-house in the 
Mile End Road, pointing to the 
young men and women who crowd- 
ed the different bars, exclaiming, 
"Look at that! — look at it! — enough 
to make the angels weep!" 

Sights of this kind, v/hich other 
people would see with regret, seem- 
ed to stab him to the heart: other 
people saw only the drinking — he 
saw the poverty, the misery, the 
disease, and the godlessness behind 
it; the sins of London didn't shock 
him, they seemed to tear at his 
heart with claws that drew blood. 

Well, he was true to his word. 
That Christmas Day was the last 
that the Booths as a family ever 
spent together. On the following 
Christmas Day we were scattered 
in the slums distributing Christmas 
puddings. I remember that we 
thought the Mission a very great 
affair because we gave away 150 
puddings! How little any of us fore- 
saw the future. Later on The Army 
distributed 30,000 puddings in Lon- 
don alone. All the same, our little 
gift of 150, many of them made in 
the kitchen at Gore Road, was the 
beginning of The Salvation Army's 
Christmas Day. 

The General said to me one day, 
after a prayer meeting at which 
some of the recipients had been 
blessed, "Sister Jane, the Lord ac- 
cepted our puddings." 

* * * 

ENVOY J. FELLS, one of the 
"Christian Missioners" associ- 
ated with the Founder when he be- 
gan his epoch-making efforts on 
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Mile End Waste, wrote several rem- 
iniscences of The Army's early-day 
warfare, from which is taken the 
following: 

In 1865, a young medical student 
named Barnardo was converted at 
revival meetings in Dublin, led by 
Duncan Matheson, a Scottish evan- 
gelist. Filled with a desire to serve, 
the student said: 

"I will go as a medical mission- 
ary to China and see if I can help 
to convert the heathen." To qualify 
for this work he came to the Lon- 
don Hospital for training, taking 
lodgings in the East India Dock 
Road. Passing through Limehouse 
and Stepney every day, and seeing 
the slumdom, drink, wickedness and 
vice, he said: 

"Why go to China for the 
heathen? There are enough heathen 
in East London to occupy all my 
life." 

Seeing the Christian Mission 
operating at the street corners he 
threw himself heartily into the 
work, assisting at the indoor meet- 
ings readily and cheerfully. Being 
a Bible student, he also gave ac- 
ceptable addresses. 

At the close of a meeting one 
night at Poplar, Mr. Barnardo said 
to a little boy who was sitting by 
the fire, one shoe on one foot, and 
the other bare: 

"Now my little boy, the meeting 
is over. You must go home." The 
(Continued on page 21) 
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IT is said thnt there never was 
a tribe ol heathens discovered 
but were worshippers (if some 
kind of an idol. This I am not 
qualified to discuss. I do say. 
however, that no intclligeN 
man can live in this great out-of- 
doors and study the' creatures that 
occupied it before man had any 
control oyer them, as well as the 
formation of the earth, the regu- 
larity of the sun. monn and whisp- 
ering stars without being compelled 
to behove that there is an over- 
ruling power. 

Now come with me to the wdds 
of Northern Ontario and let the 
hashes close in behind us. Above 
all. forget all book-knowledge and 
look for yourself as we pass down 
the old grown-up lumber road 
where we hear the gurgling of the 
little brook known as Beaver Creek. 
Here we go to the rapids and step 
over on a large stepping stone with 
which I am well acquainted. Sud- 
denly a partridge struts out in the 
road in front of us uttering her 
liquid call note's. Others of the 
covey flip upon the bushes and look 
on lis with curiosity. A voice from 
our party says, "Why. they are as 
tame ;is our chickens!" 

In a few minutes we stop on a 
brow of a hill and drink in the pure 
air of the virgin forest. Here we 
ean count from five to ten snow- 
white rabbits and a voice says, 
'•Uncle Jack, why are all these rab- 
bits white?" My reply is that it is 
a sure sign of snow in the near 
future. Another question, "Why arc 
they all so tame?" "Simply because 
they have never come in contact 
with man so learning that men will 
harm them: the same as a cowbinl 
will sit around among domestic 
animals because the animals do not 
harm the cowbird." 

Providential Color Protection 

Yes. in Northern Ontario, I have 
seen rabbits all white on the 25th 
day of October. Three days later 
the snow came and the woods wore 
clothed in a white robe so that it 
was almost impossible to see the 
rabbits. On the following .seasons 
the rabbits were still gray on the 
20th day of November and there 
was no sign of snow up to that 
date. Now, does this rabbit possess 
power to change its color or has 
man power to change his color for 



protection 

against enc- 

m i e s? This 

not being the 

case we must 

believe there is 

a greater 

Power, whether 

you call it 

Nature, G o d, 

C r e a t o r, o r 

G r e a t Spirit. 

The same color 

protection i s 

given dozens of 

these so - called 

w i 1 d creatures 

of the North, f 

c o u 1 d go on 

from the beaver 

right down the 

animal family 

to the squirrel, 

chipmunk, y e s, 

and even the 

little deer 

mouse which 

will carry wheat a hundred yards 

from the railroad and then climb 

eighty feet high in a tree and 

store the grain away in a home for 

the winter. 

Convincing Evidence 

But to me the most convincing 
evidence of an Unseen Power is ex- 
pressed in the existence of the 
moose. In the last twenty years I 
have read several florid articles on 
why God put those massive ant- 
lers on the moose and if my view 
of it is as laughable to others as 
theirs is to me we will both have 
a good laugh and remain the best 
of friends. One writer states: "The 
horns are put on the bull moose so 
he can scrape the snow away to get 
at the ground in the winter to 
feed." Personally, I never saw a bull 
moose with horns in January or 
February when the snow is three 
feet deep, nor have I ever seen 
moose eating off the ground in the 
winter. 

The facts are that only the male 
moose has horns and these start 
growing as soon as vegetation 
starts in the spring. They grow 
very rapidly for he has a massive 
set of antlers from four to five feet 
wide in ten weeks. Remember it is 
not always the largest moose that 
produces the biggest set of antlers, 
but the more robust and healthy 



Lessons 
Learned 



the animal is, the greater handicap 
his vitality produces by growing 
him a larger set of antlers. From 
the 15th day of September to the 
15th day of October the mother must 
have protection from these love- 
crazed brutes and she is given this 
protection by not having any horns. 
Thus she can thrust her nose among 
the brush and poles and crowd her- 
self through al- 
lowing the bush 
to close in be- 
hind her where 
the moose can- 
not follow. This 
allows her the 
choice of re- 
fraining from, 
or accepting, his 
company. 

After the sea- 
son of the year 
is over and 
weather con- 
ditions are 




Upper: An unusual 
photograph of blue 
geese nesting in 
tho wilds. Left: 
The a f atetu I 
trumpeter swan, a 
welcome visitor to 
North America 



most severe, about the 15th of 
December, the horns ripen and fail 
off the bull moose just as the 
leaves fall from the trees. As he 
is as quiet as a stag when he goes 
down into the swamps on the side 
hills where he gets a necessary 
variety of food, he winters with the 
cows and the calves. 

Then from the 15lh of April to 
the 15th of May, when the sun has 
chased the snow from the south 
side of the hills and the spring 
flowers and other vegetation start 
to awaken, the mother steals away 
from the herd and seeks such a 
spot. Here the little long-legged, 
homely babies are born, just be- 
fore vegetation is far enough ad- 
vanced to give her an overflow of 
nourishment. Then as vegetation 
advances, of course, she produces 
more nourishment for her babies to 
give them a real start in life. Hence 
the young baby moose has all sum- 
mer and fall to develop and be 
ready for a severe winter. 

Right here I wish to ask, "What 
would happen to the baby moose if 
it were born in January when the 
snow was three feet deep and the 
thermometer fifty degrees below 
zero, as often happens with our 
man - managed animals?" There- 
fore, knowing these things to be 
true, I do believe there is a God 
and I say, "NO man really starts 
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In Nature's 

Cathedral *'' 




living until he starts believing in 
God." 

And now for a story for the chil- 
dren. As a little boy I often 
caught a dirty old moss-backed 
snapping turtle. I would get him by 
the handle and drag him maybe a 
quarter of a mile from the water 
and put him down on his back 
among the weeds that were higher 
than my head. As I stood back 
quietly and watched him, his head 
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Jack Miner, o.b.e. 

Internationally Famed Canadian 
Naturalist, Kingsville, Ont. 



would come out and he would turn 
himself over. Then he would turn 
round and round two or three times 
and, do you know, he would always 
start towards the water! 

God's Providential Care 

This experience is beautiful to 
me, for if God in Heaven will give 
that dirty old four-legged submarine 
of a mud turtle, a reptile that lives 
in a stagnant moss-covered mud- 
hole, intelligence enough to know 
which way to go to the water, how 
much more He cares for us. No mat- 



Winged Missionaries 

THE author of the accom- 
panying article, as men- 
tioned before in the pages of 
The War Cry, conceived the 
idea of fastening Scripture- 
text tags to his wild geese 
from a young woman Salva- 
tionist distributing calendars. 
The venture was remarkable 
in its success, for the birds 
migrated long distances and 
besides bringing in valuable 
data conveyed a blessing to 
innumerable isolated settlers. 



ter if we haven't clothes enough to 
flag a handcar, how smilingly and 
willingly He will give us knowl- 
edge and pure water for both body 
and soul and lead us to be worth- 
while men and women. 

The Still Small Voice 

And now to the grown-ups of this 
world: if God cares so much for the 
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animal life of America, how much 
more He cares for us whom He 
made in His own likeness and im- 
age! Believe there is a God? Why, 
I go further. I know there is an un- 
seen power. You can call it what you 
like but I know that the "Still, 
small Voice" whispers to man to- 
day, if he will obey and take time 
to listen to it. 

ONE day I was sitting in one of 
Nature's cathedrals perfectly sur- 
rounded with these so-called wild 
creatures (before man had any do- 
minion over them), and as I stood 
under a big hemlock whose boughs 
drooped and nearly touched the 
ferns at my feet, my thoughts 
flashed out to great-hearted David 
and I just wondered if he could 
have had more to be thankful for 
than little uneducated me. Then the 
wind whispered through the boughs 
of the evergreen and an interpreta- 
tion of the 23rd Psalm floated into 
my ears in these words: 

Jack Miner's Version 

The Lord is my guide and teacher, 

I shall not get lost; 
He makes my heart a receiving sta- 
tion for His wireless; 
He sits down 

beside me in 

the pathless 

woods and 

opens up His 

book of 

knowledge. 
He turns the 

leaves very 

slowly that 

my dim eyes 

may read 

His meaning. 
He makes the 

trees I plant 

to grow and 

the flowers 

to arch my 

path with 

their fra- 
grant beauty. 
Gives me do- 
minion over 

the fowls of 

the air and 

they honk 

and find 

their way to 

and from 

my home. 
Yes, He has 

brought me 

up from a 

bare footed, 

under - priv- 
ileged boy 



to a man respected by millions of 
people, 
And I give Him all the credit and 
praise whenever, wherever, and 
forever. 

D □ 

CONTRARY to the popular be- 
lief that a general exodus of 
Canadian bird life takes place in the 
fall, except for a few familiar kinds, 
many birds remain in this country 
even in mid-winter as has been 
shown by the annual surveys held 
in Christmas week by observers in 
various parts of the Dominion and 
reported for publication in the 
Canadian Field Naturalist. 

The greatest variety for any area 
was found about Toronto, where the 
survey discovered no less than 9,234 
birds of 58 different kinds one 
December day. 

These included seven kinds of 
wild ducks, six kinds of hawks, four 
of gulls, five of owls, a snipe, four 
kinds of woodpeckers, two robins, 
two meadowlarks, eight cardinals 
and 25 song sparrows. Hamilton 
with 9,511 birds of 57 different 
kinds spotted was a second place 
for variety. 

The comparatively southern po- 
(Continued on page 22) 



In God's Great 
Out-of-Doors 
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IIS THE 



HAPPIEST EVENT 

The Gift of the Saviour is the Supreme 
Expression of God's Love 

BY HENRY F. MILANS, O.F. 



Gifts for the Kino of kings 






HE birth of the 
Christ C h i I d at 
Bethlehem is the 
happiest event that 
Christendom looks 
back upon and joy- 
ously celebrates. To 
those of us who be- 
lieve in Jesus, His birth was the 
supreme expression of God's love 
for a people who had, from Adam, 
grossly sinn e d against their 
Heavenly Father. 

In sending Jesus to atone for our 
sins, God wanted the .sacrifice to 
be all-inclusive, so the angel hosts 
tuld the glad story — not to the 
princes and rulers or to the priests 
and the over-pious officials of the 
synagogues — but to the shepherds. 
These humble folk believed with 



gladness and worshipped the infant 
Jesus. To them, the Messiah, whom 
Israel had long been expecting as 
the promise of God, had indeed 
come. 

The angel hosts and the Heaven- 
ly hosannas are called by some 
mere figments of an overwrought 
religious imagination. But we'd 
better be careful about this. When 
God takes a hand anything is 
reasonable, and the birth of Jesus 
was of God's own planning. 

Of course, we must run into con- 
fusion when we try to measure the 
things of God with the yardstick of 
our littleness. But when we believe 
in God's omnipotence we do not 
doubt any of His doings. Why, in- 
deed, should we? 

Gocl first made known the amaz- 
ing event of the Messiah's coming 
to the lowly men of the hills. Jesus, 
Himself humble, came into the 
world of the humble and was re- 
ceived with joy. 

He was to bring a new reign in 
Israel. He was to turn the world of 
the evil great and the merciless 
Jewish aristocrat topsy - turvy, 
bringing their rascality out into the 
open. These persons feared Him be- 
cause their hearts were evil. They 
tried to kill Him at birth, and they 
did kill Him in His beneficent early 
manhood. 

These great men received the 
story spread about by the shepherds 
with unbelief, of course, but also 
with fear that their rule might be 
in danger. They scoffed at the 
power of Israel's God, but they 
were uncertain of its potency. What 
if there could be something in this 
prophecy concerning a Messiah 
who was to come and rule in Israel? 
It seemed better to silence this 
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foolishness before trouble came of 
it. 

But they did not look for this 
ruler to be born in a stable and 
cradled in a manger within earshot 
of their convivial carousing in the 
taproom of the inn. So they slaugh- 
tered the innocents — the sweet lit- 
tle babies of Israel — and a feeling of 
security took the place of fear. The 
new-born Messiah, by whomever 
He was given birth, must be among 
the dead, and therefore He could do 
no harm. 

Evil Outmatched 

Herod had matched his puny 
7nind and his feeble power against 
the strength of an omnipotent God. 
Jesus grew and waxed strong in 
Egypt. Herod, who had feared Him, 
died soon after his fiendish act. 

"I wonder," a good man once ask- 
ed me, "if God's love was all- 
inclusive enough to envelop Herod." 
I do not doubt that it was, for it 
was God who declared: "Though 
your sins be as scarlet, they shall 
be as white as snow." And I know 
that God forgave me. 

Isn't it unfortunate that Biblical 
history doesn't give us something 
more concerning Christ's boyhood? 
What an interesting childhood His 
must have been! 

Surely the lowly people of Naza- 
reth loved Him during the days 
that the boy Jesus was preparing 
for the great work the man Jesus 
came to do — ministering to the 
poor, healing the incurably sick, 
restoring sight to the blind, raising 
the dead. His mission was only to 
do good, and the lowly loved Him 
for it. The multitudes followed 
after Him and listened to what He 



Henry F. 
Milans, one of 
The A r my ' s 
most remark, 
able captures 
from the ranks 
of alcoholism, 
was before his 
conversion ed- 
itor of the New 
York Sun. For 
many years his 
consecrated pen 
has made not- 
a b I e contribu- 
tions to the 
columns of The 
War cry, and 
two years ago 
General G. L. 
Carpenter con- 
ferred upon him 
The Army's 
highest distinc- 
tion — The Order 
of the Founder 
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had to say regarding the Kingdom 
of Heaven. 

The Scribes and the Pharisees 
had been right. He was to be fear- 
ed. He knew too much and was al- 
together too righteous for their 
comfort. He won the hearts of the 
masses by a love the Jewish leaders 
could neither feel nor understand. 
He blessed the poor and received 
sinners. He would turn all Jewry 
upside down, they feared, and cor- 
rupt officialdom's power over the 
people would be destroyed. They 
could not silence Him, and so they 
decided to kill Him. 

For a little time the lowly, for 



I 



Matchless Love 

KNOW not how that Beth- 
lehem's Babe 

Could in the Godhead be; 
only know that Manger 
Child 

Has brought God's life to 
me. 

know not how that Calvary's 

Cross 
A world from sin could 

free; 
only know its matchless love 
Has brought God's love to 

me. 

know not how that Joseph's 
tomb 

Could solve death's mys- 
tery; _ 

only know a living Christ, 

Our immortality. 

Harry Webb Farrington. 



whom Jesus had done so much, 

were incited to riot against the 

Master. One day they acclaimed 

Him King and spread palm 



Enriched By Giving 

GIVING enriches. It enriches him 
that gives and him that re- 
ceives. A Christian woman in Con- 
necticut had a beautiful flower 
garden in which she took great 
pride, and from which she gave 
away large quantities of flowers. 
Two large baskets were fastened by 
the gate, and these were filled every 
morning with fresh-cut flowers, to 
which passersby were invited to 
help themselves. The children on 
their way to school, men on their 
way to business, tramps as they 
passed, all alike, blessed the 
thoughtful kindness of this woman. 
When asked: "Are you not afraid 
you will rob yourself?" She re- 
plied: "The more I cut, the more I 
have." So in life, what we give we 
have; what we withhold escapes us. 
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branches along His way. The next 
clay they demanded His Crucifixion. 

Truth Triumphant 

But even the grave could not 
hold this Jesus of Nazareth. He was 
with the disciples for forty days 
after the Crucifixion, and then He 
was seen to ascend into Heaven. 
This Jesus had been all that He had 
claimed to be. What fools fear had 
made of the rulers! 

Then arose the cry of the lowly: 
"What shall we do to be saved?" 
They again believed in their Lord. 
They died for love of Him, when 
the tyrant who feared the spread of 
this new power mercilessly put its 
adherents to death. But, as a thou- 
sand were fed to the flaming fagots 
and to the hungry lions, other thou- 
sands sprang up to proclaim their 
Saviour, until, on this Christmas 
Day, as we again celebrate the 
birth of Jesus of Nazareth in the 



stable at Bethlehem, more than half 
the people of the earth acclaim Him 
Lord of all. 

The great of this world, who rule 
by might and who slaughter mil- 
lions of persons for power and 
possessions, still fear Jesus of 
Nazareth and try to crush His lov- 
ing sway. As well try to empty the 
oceans with a teaspoon! 

The issue is not armies versus 
armies, but evil men versus the Son 
of God — and once again evil men 
must fail, as they have failed since 
the days of Herod. 

The lowly love this Jesus because 
He first loved the lowly. This is 
why Jesus and supreme love were 
born on Christmas Day. 

"Glory to God 
In the Highest!" 



I will honor Christmas in my 
heart, and try to keep it all the 
year. — Charles Dickens. 



"I wonder when 
Santa is coming?" 
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A Salvationist's o rdeal i s described b y ANGEL L ANE 

■WET HOT J^, 



He opened the 
Bible 




MAJOR TED LANGRIDGE 
— Officer in command of 
The Salvation Army Corps 
in n smalt Northern On- 
tario town — closed the door of the 
little Quarters, hunt,' up his over- 
coat and cap, climbed the stairs to 
his "study," and flinging himself 
into the big armchair, buried his 
face in his hands. Alone! 

Time was when, it had been such 
a relief to get away for a brief 
while from the clamor and clang of 
life in these strenuous days. How 
pleased bis Lisbeth had been when 
they came to this small town in a 
mining district to find that the 
little Quarters had a bright, small 
room where his couch, chair, desk, 
book-case, and treasured old clock 
could be squeezed in; where he 
could study, read, and pray in 
peace and solitude — alone. 

Now he was alone in very deed! 
For his beloved had gone on. His 
Beth — continual comrade — cherish- 
ed wife-partner of his heart and 
soul! How bonnie she had been 
when he took her to the Quarters in 
a big town far, far nwav from this 
little mining community. How proud 
he had been as they descended the 
platform steps together on that first 
Sunday morning. 

He could see again the pretty 
little Hall; the sun shining in on 
creamy walls and soft brown wood- 
work; on mottoes between the wide 
windows; and on a huge basket fill- 
ed with fragrant flowers, just be- 
low the reading desk. 

Someone had placed them there 
in honor of "our next bride" — and 
they had claimed her indeed as 
"theirs" at first sight! He could hear 
again the little gasps of admiration, 
the softly murmured words of ap- 
proval as the Band filed in. His Lis- 
beth, with the violet eyes, red-gold 
hair and softly-rounded cheeks, in 
which deep dimples played hide- 
and-seek. 

"The Captain's wife is such a 
'little thing,' " they had said — pre- 
pared to cherish and protect her, as 
he had been. Yet, for almost thirty 
years she had been beside him as a 
tower of strength — a sheltering rock 



—a well of sparkling water; com- 
forter — counsellor — companion; a 
help "meet" for him! And now she 
■had gone from his side. If only he 
could' have had the children for 
comfort as they laid her to rest in 
the little cemetery so bleak and 
bare on this grey November day. 

But Elspeth, the beloved only 
daughter, had long been a nursing 
sister in the Old Land; Ted Junior, 
was in Africa, whilst Ralph, the 
youngest, was somewhere on the 
"high seas. Not one of them yet 
knew of their adored mother's sud- 
den Home going! 

It was up to him to let them 
know; up to him to carry on — 
alone! Rising, he crossed the little 
room and knelt beside the couch, 
and from the depths of his soul 
cried, "Lord! help me." 

Presently, the soft chiming of the 
clock aroused him. A quarter to six. 
He must go and wash, and get him- 
self a bite to eat. There was no 
meeting due, but some one might 
chance to drop in. The Hall had 
been crowded for the funeral ser- 
vice. Townsfolk, clergy, comrades 
and friends had rallied round him — 
and the loved Divisional Comman- 
der and his wife had been kindness 



| Why Jesus Came 

t HE CAME: 

<•> to bind up the brokenhearted, 

% to give joy /or mourning, 

% to give praise for heaviness, 

■i> and to give beauty for ashes. 

I Isaiah 61:1-3. & 



and sympathy personified; but they 
had sensed his desire to be by him- 
self awhile after the ordeal. 

Going through the dining-room, 
he found a heart-warming surprise. 
The table was daintily set, and 
bread, butter, and fruit were there; 
while a note told him that he'd 
find a "hot dish" in the oven. "The 
Home Leaguers — bless them!" 

Feeling greatly refreshed, he had 
tidied up, when the door-bell rang. 

The friendly-faced old clock in 
the study chimed the half-hour. 
Major Ted Langridge glanced up 
with a smile. Eleven-thirty! and he 
had just said, "Good-night," to the 
last of his guests. 

One after another, and by twos 
and threes, and in little groups, they 
had come. The old Corps Sergeant- 
Major, who— like his Lisbeth— was 
"frae Edinb'ro," had been one of 
the first. "Dinna fret ower much, 
Major, laddie! Yer beloved has just 
gan Hame a bit ahead. She wis sic 
a bonnie wee thing; and while ye 
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will miss her sore, carry on — an 
when the Faither ca's ye tae lay 
doon yer sword, she'll be awaitin' 
ye juist inside the gates o' pearl!" 

There were the two Chinese 
laundry-men; the elder with a 
warm, strong hand-clasp, while the 
younger said: "Mrs. Major lovely 
woman. All time see Jesus in her 
face." 

There were four beautiful small 
Italians who said shyly: "Our 
mother bade us come say 'Thank 
you' for the lovely lady who was 
so good to her when we were all 
sick last year. Our mother say many 
prayers for you." 

A group of Ukranian women 
came. Their spokeswoman said: 
"Ah! she was the pretty wee one! 
And the deafness of her, teaching 
us to eook our foods; trying to speak 
our language; showing us Canadian 
ways when we were strange and 
fearful; laughing with us, and 
weeping with us. "We loved her 
much; we'll miss her; but the great 
God needed her!" 

The Home League Secretary had 
been there, warmly sympathetic. 

A tall, handsome lad, with ser- 
geant's stripes had come. "My 
grandmother begged me to come. 
She bade me tell you that her 
prayers are ever to the good God 
for you. When grandfather was so 
ill five years ago, when you were at 

L. . your dear wife was never too 

busy or too tired to come and sit 
with him and let grandmother 
sleep. She said that the dear, friend- 
ly face of the old clock cheered her 
up and kept her from being lonely. 
Now grandmother says she wants it 
always to be a comfort and remind- 
er to you of a loved and lovely small 
woman who sat beside an old man 
when his soul was going to meet 
the good God, his Maker." 

A bevy of little girls came softly. 
"She was so pretty and so sweet; 
and we all loved her; and we're go- 
ing to try hard to be good girls, the 
way she taught us." 

The Bandmaster's elder son — now 
wearing the insignia of the men of 
the sky, had gripped his hand. "Dad 
wired the news, Major, and I just 
had to come. I've felt ever since you 
came here that if God willed that 
I should marry I'd want my wife to 
be like her. Lovely to look at — and 
sweet — and good. She helped us 
Bandlads more than you'd ever 
dream!" 

Major Ted Langridge knelt beside 
the table and reverently opened the 
little Bible that had ever been his 
beloved's companion, and read, "Yet 
now ... be strong . . . and work." 
And as reverently answered "Yes, 
Father!" 

Soft and sweet the chimes struck 
twelve. "Good-night, old clock. 
Waken me bright and early. I'll get 
out with the Christmas War Crys 
in the morning!" 
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(■Continued from page 12) 
exposure to different types of 
powerful light. The names are in a 
slightly ornamental Roman style of 
letter, in upper and lower case. The 
task of writing these thousands of 
names in full, with rank, decora- 
tions', and name of regiment or ship, 
was a most exacting and tedious 
work, and that writing took one 
hand over five years. 

The careful and exact compilation 
of the long roll of honor was the 
work of the Record Office, National 
Defence Headquarters, in itself a 
remarkable feat, carried out with 
great diligence and accuracy. The 
names are in alphabetical order by 
years of death. The initial letter of 
the surname beginning each new 
letter of the alphabet is illuminated 
in gold and color. On pages where 
the names of Nursing Sisters appear 
a Geneva Cross is shown; where 
naval casualties occur they are in- 
dicated by an anchor. 

Much interest and sometimes 
speculation has existed as to the 
size and general appearance of Can- 
ada's Book of Remembrance. The 
pages are approximately fifteen 
inches wide by eighteen and a half 
inches. The Book is ten inches 
thick at the back, and five inches 
at the fore edge; it weighs 68 lbs. 
This unusual shape and weight, and 
the restricted space within the Cas- 
ket, made it necessary to devise and 
construct an automatic concealed 
lectern so contrived that the ex- 
posed pages of the Book, wherever 
opened, are always level and close 
to the plate glass lid. The binding 
is of red Nigerian morocco leather, 
with the Armorial Bearings of Can- 



Stories of the Founder 

(Continued from page 13) 
boy looked up and said wistfully: 

"I have no home, sir." 

"That is impossible," replied the 
questioner. "Where do you sleep?" 

The boy repeated that he had no 
home, and what was more, there 
were hundreds of boys in East 
London like him without a home. 
They slept in doorways, in empty 
carts, and often some slept in 
Spitalfields Market, the Borough 
Market, and Covent Garden Mar- 
ket. To prove his statement he of- 
fered to take Mr. Barnardo and 
show him these boys. The offer was 
accepted, and what Mr. Barnardo 
saw determined him to do some- 
thing for the homeless boys. 

When the General met with Mr. 
Barnardo at the Mission Hall 
(which was formerly a "penny 
gaff" opposite Limehouse Church) 
they talked the matter over. Mr. 
Barnardo was just commencing his 
work and Mr. Booth said to him: 
"Where is this place?" 

"Hope Place, Bull Lane, 
Stepney," was the reply. 

"And what is the rent?" asked 
Mr. Booth, practically. "Eight shil- 
lings for the downstairs and we 




ada carved in boxwood on the out- 
side of the front cover. 

The^ names are arranged in two 
columns with an average of 115 
names to a page. A space four 
inches in depth extends across the 
top of the 
columns 
of lettering, 
and one and 
one- eighth 
inches sepa- 
rates them. 
There is a 
margin of 
nearly one 
and three- 

quarter inches at the bottom 
and on the sides. Into these 
spaces and margins, various 
decorations and heraldic de- 
vices have been introduced. 
These embellishments include 
the Arms of many cities and 
towns in 
Britain and 
Canada and 
on the Conti- 
nent familiar 
to the Cana- 
dian troops. 

Battle hon- 
ors won, by 
Canadian 
regiments are 
inscribed up- 
on painted ri- 
bands that 
form a part of 
each design. 
Miniature paintings of Cana- 
dian birds, wild flowers, butter- 
flies, moths and animals are also 
used to brighten the decorations. 
These are imposed upon, or placed 
within, a series of ornamental de- 
signs that have a wide and varied 
range of color schemes. Each year 
is treated in a different motif, and 
no two adjacent openings are exe- 
cuted in the same colors. The effect 
is one of interesting variety. 

Special Pages Included 

At the beginning of the book and 
between the groups of names for 
each year, and at the end, are a 
number of Special Pages, including 

shall get the upstairs which is four 
shillings, making twelve shillings a 
week," was the reply. 

Closing the interview The Army 
Founder heartily shook hands with 
Mr. Barnardo, saying: 

"I trust by God's blessing you 
will be the means of saving hun- 
dreds of boys, and even girls, from 
the London streets. I thank you for 
all the help you have been to the 
Christian Mission." 

A Hope Realized 

Mr. Barnardo (afterwards Doctor 
and founder of Barnardo's Homes 
for Boys) replied: "Mr. Booth, I 
thank you for the spiritual help you 
have been to me. Our fellowship 
and friendship have been a blessing, 
and I do hope the Christian Mission 
will spread all over England, and 
that you will get thousands saved." 



the Dedicatory Frontispiece and the 
Title, and Introductory and End 
Pages between the years. These arc 
fully illuminated, varied in style 
and color, and they relieve the solid- 
ity and uniformity of the name 
pages. 

On opening the Book, the frontis- 
piece shows a wide, richly fretted 
bordering frame bearing the Coats- 
of-Arms of the Provinces of Can- 
ada, and relieved by meticulously 
rendered animals and birds of Can- 
ada: moose-head, ruffed grouse, 
wood duck, flying squirrel, chip- 
munk, Baltimore oriole, bluebird, 
grey squirrel, marten, ruby-throated 
humming-bird, and house wren. 

The roll of honor was compiled 
in the Record Office, National De- 
fence Headquarters, the director of 
which is Lieut. -Colonel W. E. L. 
Coleman. The 66,651 names were 
written by W. H. Baldwin, now 
Squadron-Leader, D.F.C., and on 
active service overseas with a bom- 
ber squadron, R.C.A.F. 

Participants in a Great Work 

The compilation and decoration 
of the pages was at first (1932) 
placed in the hands of Mr. James 
Purves, who carried out the pre- 
liminary study and obtained the 
materials, but died after he had 
completed but one page. He was 
succeeded in 1940 by Allan Beddoe, 
a veteran of the Great War and 
now Lieutenant, R.C.N.V.R., who is 
the artist responsible for all the 
designs of the remaining 605 pages 
and for their execution. 
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By ADJUTANT JOHN FITTON, a Canadian Missi 
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AS tin 1 wondei fill story spread 
throughout tli'' land iVom vil- 
la lv tii village, a new hope en- 
tered into tin.- hear! (if the people. 
Tin' Light of the World had at last 
rur.ie! Like tin- breaking of dawn 
.'irross a (lark sky, bringing with it 
t in 1 joyous son}; of. birds. 

Tim lomi had men groped their 
way fur freedom and deliverance, 
!Vi kins.; for semoeno who would 
Iniin; hope and gladness. The shep- 
herds looked upon that Babe, their 
hearts filled with wonder and de- 
light. Thrilled with a sense of holy 
iny they went back to the minding 
i'f their sheep as men who walked 
on air. Henceforth they would tell 
to all 1bey met their wonderful ex- 
perience of having seen Jesus. 

Kight across deserts and moun- 
tainous country eume three men 
noted for their wisdom and learn- 
ing. The.se forgot their worldly wis- 
dom in the presence of the Holy 
Babe. Their path homeward was 
ditferent to the way they had come 
because they had si en Christ. The 
light of joy entered into their .souls 
and the song of the angels still 
echoed in their hearts as they trav- 
ersed the homeward road. 

One can imagine the inhabitants 
of every sleepy village awaking at 
the good news of a Saviour. Around 
I he village well the women, as they 
filled the water-pot,s, would speak 
lovingly of the wonderful Baby 
born in Bethlehem. Men busy with 
their toil would try to recall words 
spoken by priests and prophets con- 
cerning the One who should come to 
bring deliverance. Altogether a new 
interest in life surged through the 
land. The Light that shone over the 
town of Bethlehem gradually 
spread, driving back the darkness of 
centuries. The Song of the Angels 
was passed on iVom lip to lip un- 
til, gathering force, it became a 
mighty anthem of praise all over 
the land. 

When Jesus commenced His pub- 
lic ministry thirty years later, His 
tame and glory had preceded Him 
to every remote corner where men 
were wont to gather. Age-long cus- 
toms and beliefs were critically ex- 
amined in tho light of His practical 
ministry and men began, to ask 
questions. Jesus was the very em- 
bodiment of light wherever He 
went, and He never failed to leave 
behind Ilim a glad new song in the 
heart of some one who had seen 
Him, and felt Hi's power. 

The darkness east over the world 
in these modern times comes from 
(lie dark depths of sin. The prince, 
of the powers of darkness seems to 
have uncontested sway over the 



nations. Back to the dim dark ages 
man seems to have gone for a time 
m his selfish desire to live a life 
without God. Instead of light there 
is darkness, and instead of song, 
sorrow and tears. 

As we celebrate the birth of Him 
who is the Light of the World, let 
us each one seek first to have His 
light and song in our own heart, and 
then pass it on to others. In spite of 
the darkness and sorrow there is 
light and gladness. Thank God He 
has His faithful witnesses in every 
land who joy in spreading the Glad 
Tidings first given by the angels 
over Bethlehem. 

"Glory to God in the Highest, and 
on earth peace, goodwill toward 
men." 

Jesus is the Master Light, and the 
Master of Music and Song. 



In Nature s Cathedral 

(Continued from page 15) 
sition of Toronto and Hamilton and 
the large areas of open water near 
them account for the size of their 
winter bird population and the fact 
that it includes large numbers of 
varieties on both water and land. 

In colder Eastern Canada an un- 
usually large wintering population 
of northern finches, in addition to 
the usual chickadees, nutthatches 
and woodpeckers, was reported 
from many points. 

An unusual invasion of cultivated 
areas in central Alberta by Canada 
jays and a large number of water- 
fowl and shore birds in the mild 
region of southwestern British 
Columbia were the chief 
features in the reports from 
Western Canada. 

The surveys were taken at 
a time when the birds were 



A sweetmeat vendor of Ind 
weighs a portion of his 
wares for a customer 
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(Continued from page 11) 
Thus we are able to record the 
fact that he attended The Army 
meeting, was happily restored to 
God's favor, and received grace to 
conquer his besetting habits. More- 
over, his wife, Julia, followed his 
example; their son and his wife, 
and also the aged mother. Great 
was the Corps Officer's joy when 
he had the privilege of enrolling 
five new Soldiers comprising three 
generations of one family. It was a 
night of jubilee at the Hall! 

From then on Louis Bourquin 
became a great influence for good 
in the town. God prospered him in 
material things; he owned a large 
coal business in connection with a 
mine in the vicinity and employed 
many men. But he kept his humble 
spirit and was ever ready to ac- 
knowledge the hand of God in his 
life. 

A Goodly Heritage 
Following his promotion to Glory 
some few years ago, Sergeant- 
Major Bourqu in's family, by that, 
time well accustomed to their ad- 
opted country, maintained their 
splendid traditions, and their chil- 
dren to-day are Bandsmen and 
Songsters giving appreciated serv- 
ice in the Corps and community. As 
has already been stated, one lad 
went overseas to serve his country 
in its time of need. 

stationary, after the southward 
movement had ended. 

Some of the birds noted, such as 
the snipe, robins, meadowlarks and 
wren, normally winter farther 
south, and those seen in Canada 
during Christmas week may be re- 
garded as stragglers left behind. 

On the other hand, a winter 
population of ducks, hawks, gulls, 
owls, woodpeckers, cardinals and 
song sparrows, as judged by these 
surveys, may be regarded as nor- 
mal near the southern lakes. 
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The Legend of the Red Cedar 

A STORY FROM ALASKA, LAND OF ROMANCE 

BY CAPTAIN! RICHARD NEWTON 



THERE is a legend told by the 
Thlinget Indians of Alaska that 
many years ago, on the Queen 
Charlotte Islands in Canada, there 
stood an enormous Red Cedar Tree. 
This kind of tree was valuable be- 
cause of its use in the making of 
canoes by the Hyda Indians who 
lived there. These canoes were 
brought to the Alaskan Natives to 
be sold, as there was then no red 
cedar growing in Alaska. This par- 
ticular Red Cedar Tree was un- 
equalled in size and quality. Many 
times the Natives on the Island had 
tried to bring it down, but had failed 
to do so with their primitive axes. 

One day during a terrible wind 
storm this great tree fell unseen by 
anyone and drifted out to sea, north- 
ward to the coast of Alaska. For 
days it drifted from island to island, 
from rock to rock, until with 
branches broken, bark ripped and 
torn, even the very heart of the 
wood exposed to the sea the tree 
cried out a prayer of anguish: 

"Oh, to think that once I was 
the pride of the forest! Is there no 
one to help me now?" 

"Did I hear you speak?" came a 
voice from the Wind. 

"Yes. Can you not see how my 
branches are broken, how I have 
been tossed about until the rocks 
have pierced my flesh? Could you 
tell me where the god of the South- 
east Wind is, that I might seek help 
from him?" 

"I am he," replied the voice. 

"Then can you help me?" asked 
the Red Cedar. 

With great dignity and power the 
South-east Wind turned to it and 
said, "At high tide, utter a prayer 
and it shall be granted." 

When the tide came up, the Red 
Cedar repeated these words: "God 
of South-east Wind, take me to a 
peaceful harbor." 

In response to the prayer the 
South-east Wind arose and the big 
tree found itself floating out to sea 
again. This time it landed in a quiet 
peaceful bay of what is now known 
as the Prince of Wales Island. As 
the tide dropped, the tree soon dis- 
covered it was lying in a soft, sandy 
beach. When the sun arose, bring- 
ing with it warmth and comfort to 
its bruised and broken side, the tree 
could not help but realize the dif- 
ference between the stormy sea 
through which it had come and this 
peaceful bay. 

An old Indian hunter came pad- 
dling along the shore in his canoe, 
when suddenly he looked up and 
saw the giant Cedar lying on the 
beach. As he walked toward it he 
recognized at once that it was the 



valuable wood that was used in the 
making of canoes; not an ordinary 
cedar tree, but one of immense 
quality and beauty. He rushed back 
to his tribe, and calling together his 
nephews, he exclaimed, "Great for- 
tune has crossed my path to-day. I 
have found a treasure of untold 
wealth and beauty. I would have 
you go with me, that together we 
might work on it." 

On reaching the Red Cedar, the 
men held the customary ceremony, 
and addressing the tree the leader 
said, "O tree of great growth, you 
have presented yourself to us to- 
day, beautiful and rare. In return 
we have nothing to offer, but as we 
begin to work upon you with all 
the skill at our command, it shall be 
with the desire to bring honor and 
glory to you and not ourselves." 

The days passed into weeks and 
weeks into months, and still the men 
worked on the tree, spending hours 
of tedious toil. The day finally came 
when their task was complete, and 
in place of the tree there stood a 
magnificent war canoe. At the top of 
the high bow which distinguished a 
war canoe, the old Indian decided to 
dig a pit, which was to serve as a 
seat for a watchman, that all who 
rode on this canoe might be assured 
of a safe journey. 

Preparation began at once for the 
great feast to be held in honor of 
the new canoe. Messengers were 
sent to all neighboring tribes, even 
to the distant Queen Charlotte Is- 
lands, to invite everyone to attend 
the feast. On the appointed day the 
guests arrived. But the Indians of 
the Queen Charlotte Tribes began 
to question among themselves the 
originality of the great Red Cedar 
and because of its unusual size and 
quality they had little difficulty in 
recognizing it as the largest from 
their island, that had drifted during 
the storm. 

At the close of the feast, the 
Canadian Indian Chief in his final 
address, suggested that this famous 
tree be preserved by the planting of 
the seeds on the branches, and then 
without hesitation the Alaskan 
Chief gathered his men once more 
and taking the cedar's branches be- 
tween them, made their way up the 
hill to the place where the Red 
Cedar had been found. As they 
marched, they broke pieces from the 
branches and threw them all along 
the path. These seeds grew into 
trees and thus many years later the 
hillside and surrounding islands in 
Alaska began to produce red cedar. 

Does not this ancient Indian 
legend present a picture of the ex- 
treme price paid for the redemption 



of mankind? To the reader, the 
value of the gift of God's Son and 
the Salvation purchased by Him on 
Calvary, may not be fully realized. 
Like the Red Cedar "He was 
wounded for our transgressions, He 
was bruised for our iniquities." But. 
as the magnificent war canoe rose 
again to life anew, to-day Christ's 
great commission — "Go ye into all 
the world and preach the Gospel to 
every creature" — given His dis- 
ciples, constitutes a challenge to all. 
He died, but! His life in untold souls — 

Lives on in the world anew; 
His seed prevails and is filling the 
earth, 

As the stars fill the sky above. 
He taught us to yield up the love of 
life, 

For the sake of the life of Love. 
His death is our life, His loss is our 

gain; 
The joy for the tear, and peace for 
the pain. 
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i S-:i,tt: u-i-'l !m;v/ (ii//.i tins near in the wan of parcels perhaps, but that. 

mem: thai tiic Clinsiiiius season need he any the less enjoyable or rn.em.or- 
•nu .1 there meO not he ami lack of 9001/ fun. Old Santa and liis reindeers 

r slopped i),/ Custom's Olueers for iheij know no boundary lines. "Good- 
;, tlie mes.iaiie witli which" the Angels announced the coming of the Christ 
1! 11 is fins 'spirit which ice we trying to promote through this evening of 
inn and fellowship by thinking of our comrades in other lands. 
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As we expect to include thoughts con- 
corning in, my countries of the world, the 
invitations ;ind decorations may t.ike the 
form of baats ,wtd their paraphernalia. 
The host ,iml ho'it'jss may welcome their 
[.Sliest;, jttired in improvised sailor uni- 
forms. Many ideas for (leconniom; rind 
table arrangements on this theme will 
iiuggest themselves readily. 

As ,1 good -;t;irt..:r try L1FK- 
BKLTS. Each player is givt n a fii'- 
ck't. about thi- size of a dinner plate 
cut fraiii newspaper or wrapping 
paper. and all stand in a wide ring. 
Two soft rubber balls are required, 
and one person performs the duties 
of referee. The two balls are drop- 
ped into the centre of the floor, 
after which it becomes the aim of 
the various players to slyly push 
them with the foot in such a way 
that, thev will roll over the paper 
circlets. Each person must guard 
his own "belt" as well as try to 
score against the; others. The count 
is kept by points. Each player be- 
gins with ten points and each time 
;i ball is toed across his paper he 
loses one point. Those bavins !° st 
all their points withdraw from the 
circle and those who remain long- 
est win. 

Our imaginary travels start from Great 
Britain, so the next game will have to do 
do with the most popular train of cur- 
rent thought. This surely is Victory 
Gardens. 

You begin by saying, "I've got a 
garden, and I grow — " "Apples," it 
might be, or "Artichokes." The 
player at your side follows on with 
another name beginning with A— 
perhaps "Asparagus." If the third 
person cannot supply a new name, 
he or she loses a point, and the 
fourth person continues with the 
next letter of the alphabet. "Beet- 
root," he might say. 

So the game goes on without 
pause, each player failing to con- 
tinue with a letter losing one point. 
You can have a scorer who will jot 
clown these points; or you can give 
every one ten beads or dried peas 
at the outset, and let them yield 
one up for each breakdown. 

Now we cross the ocean to the United 
States, and play Pop Gallop. 

It won't really be a gallop, and 
there probably won't be any pop — 
but no one will mind. Simply give 
each player a soft drink bottle, and 
start off a race from one end of the 
room to the other. Every player 
pushes his bottle along in front of 



him with the tip of a stick, taking 
care that it stands up properly on 
the lloor all the time. If a bottle 
falls over, the owner must go back 
tu the starting line. 

Now we step over the 49th parallel 
into Canada. The representative game 
here is called Radio Ramblings. 

This is thoroughly rowdy. First, 
you must cut out a number of para- 
graphs from a newspaper, each 
about six lines long. Put your 
players in two rows facing each 
other, about three yards apart. Give 
to each player in one row a paper 
slip, and to the opposite partners 
pencils and paper. 

When the starting signal is given, 
all the "announcers" begin to shout 
their messages across, reading from 
the slips, and the opposite partners 




try to write down the words. After 
three minutes the uproar is halted, 
and the partners who have got down 
most words correctly are the win- 
ners — with their announcers. 

If the Journey across the Pacific to 
Russia is long try a few tongue twisters 
on the way. In peactime, the women of 
Russia do beautiful embroidery, so this 
game is copied from that idea. 

Each guest is given a piece of 
paper and a needle threaded with 
wool or any bits of odd thread. In 
a given time, they are asked to em- 
broider any kind of an object they 
choose without any outline aid. The 
best effort is given a prize. 

Charting our course to the South, we 
visit China next. 

This idea is not really in the 
game category, perhaps, hut it does 
create a great deal of fun, Little 



colored slips of paper on which the 
"Chinese names" of the company 
are written with a heavy crayon are 
distributed. 

One for each player should be 
prepared beforehand. Some of the 
Chinese appelations might be Hop 
Lo. Hop Hi, Sing Wun, Sing Too. 
Bow Lo, Chee Lee, Smi Lee Bow, 
Wun Guy. Each player must act 
out his Chinese name. Hop Lo and 
Hop Hi must hop accordingly. Sing 
Wun must sing a song to amuse the 
company, singing first, while Sing 
Too just does the same, but second 
in the list. Bow Lo goes around the 
circle and bows low to each guest 
with a very grave face, but Smi Lee 
Bow must, add a beautiful smile to 
each obeisance. Wun Guy must 
endeavor to make a spectacle of 
himself in pantomime. Other names 
will suggest themselves for a large 
gathering. 

The next stop is India, 

If one of the guests is good at 
tricks, he might be prevailed upon 
previously to perform and also to 
act as the auctioneer for this game, 
which is called Bargain Barter. A 
costume would add an oriental 
flavor to the scheme. Each person 
is supplied with fifty beans with 
which they may buy a parcel set 
up by the auctioneer. A number of 
parcels will be required, and among 
the assortment are two bundles 
containing genuine prizes. These 
need not be expensive gifts, but the 
rest of the packages are "duds." 
Those who bid the highest get the 
parcel and keep the contents. 

Of course we must visit our cousins in 
Australia. It is the hats of the soldiers 
which suggest playing "Aussie's Hat."' 

Have ready a soft hat or cap. It 
should be an old one that can be 
thrown around without injury. The 
players form in two lines facing 
each other. Sides draw for lead, and 
when one side has won, the person 
at the head of that line whirls the 
hat in the air. If it falls right side 
up, the division which threw it 
must remain grave and silent, 
while the opponents must all laugh 
heartily aloud. If, on the contrary, 
it falls lining side up, the side that 
threw it must laugh heartily while 
the others play sobersides. Offend- 
ers are claimed by the opposition 
and the side having most players at 
the end wins. 
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"They presented 
myrrh. 1 '— Matt. 2:11. 

HORIZONTAL 
"with exceeding great 
. . . " Matt. 2:10 
"they saw the ..." 
Matt. 2:10 
Age 

City in the northeast 
of Canaan. Num 34:11 
Mohammedan chief 
"lyinfl . . . n manger" 
Luke 2:12 
and 15 "Thi! Maui 

were the " 

Herod . . . the wise 
men to 23 down 
They brought . , . 
"Out of thee shall 
come . . . Governor" 
Matt. 2:6 
No g°od 

"demanded of them 
where Christ should 
. . . born" Matt. 2:4 
Three. fifths of teeth 
Evergreen tree 
"called the altar . . ." 
Josh. 22:34 

"they departed into 
their own country an- 
other ..." Matt. 2:12 
"they forsook lliei r 
. . . , and followed 
Him" Mark 1:18 
Simeon took Jesus in 
his . . . , and blessed 
God 
Jesus wa3 named 



THE VISIT OF THE WISE 

unto Him gifts; gold, and 

when He was eight 
days . . . 

35 Beverage 

36 Anger 

37 A gift of the Magi 
39 "Ye ... my friends, 

if ye do whatsoever ( 
command you" John 
15:14 
41 They came to . . , 
Jesus 

43 Native mineral 

44 Another gift of the 
Magi 

46 Destitute of thorns 

50 "there is . . . God" 
Mark 12:32 

51 "they had . . . their 
treasures" Matt. 2:11 



VERTICAL 

2 "Bethlehem . . , Ju- 
daea" 

3 "And they , . , unto 
Him" Matt. 2:5 

4 "purge a w a y thy 
dross, and take away 
all thy . . ." Isa. 1:25 

5 "hath raised up . . . 
horn of salvation for 
us" Luke 1:69 

6 "we have seen His star 
in the ..." Matt. 2:2 

7 Poem 

8 Symbol for nickel 

10 Herod was ... of 
Judaea 

11 Servant of Solomon 
Ezra 2:57 

12 Comes in 



MEW 

frankincense, and 

14 "the star, which they 
saw in the east, . . . 
before them" Matt. 2:9 

16 Small lizard 

18 Race from which 
Jesus was descended 

19 "be called ... in the 
kingdom of heaven" 
Matt. 5:19 

20 Southeast 

23 Place of Christ's birth 

25 "When . . . have 

found Him, bring me 

word again" Matt. 2:8 

27 "being warned of God 
in a . . . that they 
should not return to 
Herod" Matt. 2:12 

28 They fell down to . . . 
Him 

29 On the lee side 

30 Yard 

33 Mother of Jesus 

37 ". . . and search dili- 
gently" Matt. 2:8 

38 "Do men gather 
grapes of thorns, . . . 

figs of thistles" Matt. 

7:16 
40 "come down . . . my 

child die" John 4:49 
42 Paradise 
45 "■ • . , I am with you 

alway" Matt. 28:20 

47 Northeast 

48 Second note in scale 

49 Maryland 
(Answers on page 30) 



KEEP IT SOILING! 

HOW dear to my heart is the old 
Christmas kettle, 
That stands on the sidewalk its 
story to tell! 
And just to attract all good folks to 
its message, 
The Salvation lassie is ringing a 
bell. 

The old Christmas kettle, 
The old iron kettle, 
The Salvation kettle 
Has good news to tell. 

It tells of the poor, the helpless, and 
hopeless, 
It tells of the many so ready to 
give; 
It tells of a people who lift up the 
fallen, 
Devoting their lives that others 
may live. 



SOME CHRISTMAS CAROLS 

And Their Origin 

THE word "Christmas" itself is 
taken from the early English 
"Christes Meese," or Christ's Mass, 
a religious ceremony celebrating 
Christ's birth. 

* * * 

Christmas, to us, would not be 
complete without the holly wreath. 
An English belief connected with 
holly is that it represents the thorns 
which Christ wore upon the cross, 
while the berries represent the 
drops of His blood. 

* * * 

We would never dream of Santa 
Claus coming in through the door — 
his entrance is made down the chim- 
ney. But why? An early English 
custom was to sweep the chimneys 
at New Year's so that luck might 
enter; and Santa Claus comes in the 
same way with his bag of "luck" for 
boys and girls. 

* * * 

We get the custom of hanging up 
our stocking from the Dutch. The 
early Dutch settlers in America al- 
ways left their wooden shoes before 
the hearth for San Nicholas to fill. 
But the little folk of to-day favor a 
stocking.— maybe because a shoe 
will not stretch. 

* * * 

From Central Europe comes the 
custom of decorating fir trees with 
candles and gifts. Gift-giving to the 
poor at Christmas was started by a 
legend which said that beggars at 
the door on Christmas Eve were 
really the Christ Child in disguise. 
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EVERAL years may 
elapse, and peace may 
once again visit the 
world, before the epic 
character of the incident 
of the navigating of the 
famous North West Pas- 
sage by a group of sea-going Royal 
Canadian Mounted Police, led by 
Sergeant Henry Larsen, will be 
adequately realized. For when war 
is rampant, it often crowds the 
deeds of heroes of peace off the 
front pages of the world's news- 
papers. 

These intrepid and daring Scarlet 
Riders of the Plains as once they 
were called, revealing their versa- 
tility, actually crossed the "roof of 
the world" in a small motor and sail 
ship, the St. Roch, fiercely battling 
their way through ice - choked 
waters strewn with wrecks of ships 
— sad mementos of previous at- 
tempts — until, after months of in- 
credible hardships and privations, 
they docked their frail craft at a 
Nova Scotia port. To the "crew" 
this feat was all in the course of a 
season's work. 

Starting out from Vancouver in 
their eighty-one ton vessel, the 
Mounties spent nearly thirty months 
on top of the continent, cut off from 
the outside world save for their 
miracle of science, the two-way 
radio, and completed their conquest 
of the Passage after enough ad- 
ventures to satisfy them for the rest 
of their lives. 

The copper-sheathed and iron- 
barked patrol ship followed the 
abandoned route of the Yankee 
whalers; headed past the fog- 
haunted Aleutians; on through Ber- 
ing Straits where Siberia and 
America face each other> across the 
narrow fifty-six mile channel, and 
ploughing through the ice pack 




cury freezing 
in the ther- 
mometer, the 
Mounties re- 
lieved the 
monotony of 
Arctic night 
hunting cari- 
bou and polar 
bear, trapping 
sharp - eyed 
white foxes, 
and by dog- 
team trips to 
take census 
of seal-hunt- 
ing Eskimos 
huddled i n 
their dome- 
shaped igloos 
along the rim 
of the polar 
sea. 

Spring 
brought na- 
fives and 
teams of hus- 
kies from Vic- 
toria Land to 
gaze in won- 
derment at 
the men and 
their maroon- 
ed craft. Then 
with warmer 
weather the 
ship pursued 
her course, 
passing skele- 
tons of wreck- 
ed vessels, in- 
eluding those 
of the sadly- 
fated Sir John Franklin expedition. 

Near the North Magnetic Pole 
Constable Chartrand succumbed to 
the hardships of the voyage, the 
record reading thus; "We buried 



Battling through ice-choked seas 

The St. Roch then thrust her lone- 
ly path through crumbling ice, on 
the last lap of the journey and 
plunged through regions in which 
both Columbus and Cartier had 



AN ARCTIC ODYSSEY 



cannonading against Point Barrow, 
pulled into Herschel Island's har- 
bor. 

Caught in. the ice pack off the 
west shore of Victoria Land, their 
round-bottomed ship lifted bodily 
out of the sea, the marooned Moun- 
ties ate their first Christmas dinner 
in a fantastic world of ice near Fort 
Collinson. Cut off 
from aid and with 
knife - edged bliz- 
zards howling 
their unending 
refrain, and mer- 



Epic Story of the Conquest of the North-West 
Passage by Men of the R.C.M.P. who Spent 
Christmas on the Rim of the World 





him silently in the Arctic night 
among the blizzard-swept rocks of 
Pasley Bay." His comrades gath- 
ered rocks and built a cairn in his 
memory. 



sought the storied North West Pas- 
sage, and succeeded at last in reach- 
ing the northern tip of Baffin. Land, 
to be welcomed by comrade Mount- 
ies and wondering traders. 



fj£ STOOD BY fi£R 

A Magistrate's Noble Act 



^3J 



IN the city of Manchester, Eng- 
land, many years ago, when The 
Salvation Army first came into 
being, an Army lassie was in the 
dock, charged by people who in 
those days thought the new move- 
ment most disreputable and un- 
seemly and unlovely, with obstruct- 
ing a very broad highway. 

A young 1 magistrate, named 1 Cross- 
ley, was sitting on the bench, and 
as he saw this youngster witnessing 



for her Christ in the face of the dull 
respectable people who were at- 
tacking her, he got up and left the 
bench and slowly walked into the 
dock to be at her side. 

That is one of the best examples 
of what Christ can do for the one 
who really tries in hardness and in 
difficulty to profess Christianity 
and to be on the side of Christ. He 
will come clown and stand by them 
while they witness for Him. — N.M. 
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"There is 'in room for dvuties in :>iiy class," says 
Britain's Prime Minister. oiiiU'ir.plntiii'..; I hf future. All 
need a t-iii'' 1 hr sin, 

t"0 we hear tin promise of tin- ;nm.;ls: "UNTO YOU 
•h IS BOIIN A SAVIOUR, " One who can dial with sin. 

liuwV First Hi brings us to repentance. He slum's 
Us ourselves as wo an-, with all tin self-excuses strip- 
pi;! away. He fills us with dismay at our own weak- 
ness It "is. a starilini; i.-xpcriotifi.'. Old time revivalists 
called it "being >r, pickle" a nil pretty strong brine it is. 

All the starch ;:ns uiit (>f us and all the cocksure- 
ne.-s! Wi've mi arguments lift. 

Our program suddenly appears as a. tattered rem- 
nant, behind which n<> one could shelter. 

That is what happened to the woman of Samaria, 
who mil Jesus at Sychar when He was resting at noon- 
das at Jacob's well. She had the usual technique. First 
the surprises at being spoken to hy a solitary Stranger. 
She v. as at once mi he'r guard, telling Him not to be 
absurd in Ills request, tor the Jews ("You proud Jews") 
have no dealings with us (humble) Samaritans. 

Then another piece of fencing. "How can you draw 
waiter without a buck-t? Are "you greater than our 
father Jacob who built the well and sunplied bis large 
establishment"" 

Then at last came the swift shaft, "Call thy hus- 
band." Her mode of lib- had gi\vn her an agile {ongue, 
but it was no ^»«! keeping it up with this Stranger, 
"lie told me rill thing-; that ever I did." she declared, 
am! was wilbns b. obev the Messiah, whom she 
acknowledged. 

Can anyone d"ny that the world needs to repent of 
sins that cry to high he.iwn? Mo <'V.'.- bothers to deny 
it. Bui do com need to ivo. nt" That's another question. 
Thole's die hurt, Bui it is a wound that heals, for 
when you are' willing to repent, you fee! the need to 
confess that ;. ou've come to the end of your own de- 

VI IS. s. 

THIS C'OMTlSSiOX IS A STRICT CONDITION OF 
SALVATION 

j'j V v.s e.-nfo-s, says Paul, God is willing to forgive and 
h. cleanse. Net until then can His redeeming love oper- 
ate. We must i)e all-out honest and own up. That is 
fundamental to sound relationships, between men. It is 
the scent clauses which wrecks pacta, the private un- 
derstandings which destroy good business relationships, 
the whispered disloyalties which destroy family unity. 
Putting all the cards on the: (able is necessary to 
the new beginnings with God. Jesus in the llcsh was 
helpless without that. He had, for instance, to be sure 1 
of ' the woman of Canaan whose daughter was 
grievously vexed with a devil. So He tested her and 



she stood up to it with the flashing reply, "The dogs 
eat the crumbs which fall from the rich man's table." 
She rang true, great in honest purpose as well as in 
faith. So He could heal "that very hour." 

In his agony on the cross the honest confession of 
the penitent thief opened up the door into Heaven's 
Kingdom. "This day," said Jesus, "Thou shalt be with 
Me in Paradise." 

When you see yourself as God sees you the broken 
relationship can be restored. 

Once this honest confession is achieved, no matter 
with what shattering of pride, the Saviour can lead us 
to the next stage in our deliverance, that of forsaking 
the old ways. 

Amongst The Army's great trophies of Grace is a 
man who with ringing voice often declares, "Jesus 
spoiled me for sin." It is all there, in those few words. 
The appetite for evil is ruined. 

The other day in London the Mayor of a Provincial 
town told how he was delivered of the habit of chain- 
smoking. It was an instantaneous release. As soon as 
he saw that it was out of harmony with God's will for 
him, he gave it up. Within an hour of that victory he 
had to travel in a closed car with a man smoking his 
favorite brand of tobacco. And he didn't want it! The 
desire had gone. 

Sometimes a physical revulsion such as that takes 
place, sometimes men need all the Divine grace and 
human friendship that can be summoned to help them 
forsake the old ways. But the Saviour is close at hand, 
a Saviour who is Christ the Lord. A good leader is a 
blessing at all times, but we need a Deliverer, a 
Saviour from all sin. 
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THE COMPULSION OF DIVINE LOVE 

ND then? The rest follows by the compulsion of 

Love. He reigns, at our own joyous invitation, 
teaching us, moulding us, until "a trustful adoration, 
and a limitless self-offering govern our prayer, more 
and more laying open the depths of our being, here and 
now, to the pressure of that Unchanging God, Who 
accomplishes His creative work by means of those very 
creatures He has made." * 

The other night (writes a young Salvationist serv- 
iceman in North Africa) a comrade and myself, we 
two having been wonderfully drawn together, were 
wondering why we should be parted from our loved 
ones. We knelt, in a little tent to pray and to read from 
our "Daily Guidance" book. There' we found the an- 
swer. "Ye have not chosen Me but I have chosen you, 
that you should go forth and bring forth fruit and 'that 
your fruit should remain," (John 15:16.) 

"We got up from our knees and declared that it was 
our job to bear fruit for the Kingdom of God." 

So the self-giving principle is established, because 
the Saviour reigns in the heart, and in any place, at 
home or abroad, in scenes of peace or war, His King- 
dom is built through us. 

Having read of the steps — Repentance, Confession, 
Forsaking— will you do something about it? Will you 
allow Hi m to be your Saviour NOW? 

'KVKlyn 1 Fiulevh'tll. 



lb Whom If May Coweera 

CpHE SALVATION ARMY OFFICER gladly offers 
■L his services to any who may be in distress, and 
will esteem it a iiigh privilege to' give spiritual counsel 
or other aid wherever necessary. He will readily visit 
the aged, infirm, sick and other shut-ins, read God's 
Word and pray with them. 

Jesus Christ came to earth not to be ministered 
unto but to minister, and as a "servant of all" The Army 
Officer is at the service of all who may require his 
assistance. 
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"What means this glory round 
our feet," 
The Magi mused, "more 
bright than morn?" 
And voices chanted clear and 
sweet, 
"To-day the Prince of Peace 
is born!" 

"What means that Star," the 
shepherds said, 
"That brightness through the 
rocky glen?" 
And angels, answering over- 
head, 
Sang, "Peace on earth, good- 
will to men!" 

James Russell Lowell. 

-■"7-1/ : ":-\ NCE more we ap- 
" \ proach the blessed 
/■'//-/'" X\\ \ Festival of Christ- 
| ■'■ I '.( ) )| 1 mas. All must agree 

\\V\ ■■'//:■ that ^his is the love- 
\>:> : ^_^y\y liest season of the 
x v;,_" '■_ ]^.y year because it 
awakens in us the 
spirit of generosity and sympathy. 
We catch the spirit of gift-bestow- 
ing and thus cause the bells to 
chime, the organs to peal, and the 
choirs to sing, and the children to 
carol; and there is gladness every- 
where. 

December 25 is the grandest day 
in all the year, for on it we com- 



SOME OF TflE WAYS 

In Which [he Salvation Army 
Serves Humanity 

FOR THE HOMELESS: Hostels and 
Shelters. Free distribution of meals. 

FOR THE AGED: Eventide Homes. Vis- 
itation of Shut-ins. 

FOR THE UNEMPLOYED: Labor Bu- 
reaux and Registration Offices. 

FOR UNDERPRIVILEGED CHILDREN: 
Fresh-Air Camps. Distribution of nour- 
ishing meals. 

FOR MISSING RELATIVES AND 
FRIENDS: Research and investigation 
bureaux. Counsel given by experienced 
Officers. 

FOR UNFORTUNATE GIRLS AND 
WOMEN: Rescue and Receiving Homes. 

FOR PRISONERS: Police Court and 
Prison Gate Officers. Prison services 
and interviews. 

FOR THE SICK: Hospitals and Clinics. 

FOR SERVICE MEN AND WOMEN: 
Red Shield Centres. Mobile Canteens. 
Hostess Houses. 

FOR CHILDREN AND YOUNG PEO- 
PLE: Numerous Sunday and week- 
night activities. Corps Cadet Brigade. 
Training Classes. Youth Groups. Life- 
Savlng Units. Children's Homes. Nur- 
series and Pre-natal Clinics. 

FOR THE CHURCHLESS: Outdoor 
meetings. Spiritual campaigns. Visita- 
tion of Homes. Radio Broadcasts. 
(Continued in column 3) 

CHRISTMAS NUMBER 

TRIUMPHAL ENTRY.— 
Ubiquitous Santa Clnus 
employs modern mechan- 
ised transportation in 
malting a visit to a mili- 
tary enmp — under Reel 
Shield auspices 



The Chief Secretary 

00 

memorate the birth of the Prince of 

Peace. 

Someone has written: 

"When a wrong wants right- 
ing, or a work wants doing, 
or a truth wants preaching, or 
ci continent wants opening, God 
sends a baby into the world." 
There could be no Christmas 

without Christ. Any celebration 

which did not recognize His coming 

would be a mere formal ritual — 

cold, empty, meaningless. 

Friendship and Good-will 
Some would have us believe that 

Christmas has become so comnier- 
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A SUGGESTION 

WEARY and burdened souls in 
sore need of help are looking 
to the Salvation Army for relief, 
but the Organization, though 
eager and willing, is limited in its 
endeavor because of the lack of 
funds. 

It is respectfully suggested that 
definite action be taken to remem- 
ber The Salvation Army in your 
will! so that the good work that 
has met with your approval in life 
may continue when you are called 
to leave the world. 

Write for information and ad- 
vice to; 

Commissioner B. Orames, 

20 Albert Street, Toronto. 



May we each make room for Him 
this Christmas — as He comes again 
into a troubled world. 

The greatest need of the modern 
world is for every individual to 
enthrone Him as King of kings and 
Lord of lords. May God hasten the 
time when the people of all nations 
will acclaim Him as such. 

A Christianized world! What a 
stupendous, challenging thought! 
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cialized as to have little or no 
sacz-ed significance left; but we ask 
these why is it that the hearts of 
humanity are stirred. Why is it that 
we put aside the hurts and disap- 
pointments of life and remember 
only friendships and good-will, and 
the kind, tender moments which 
have been the experience of hu- 
manity since Christ came? 
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Colonel and Mrs. G. W. Peacock 

This would mean a perpetually 
bright, friendly, generous, sym- 
pathetic, mutually-helpful. Paradise, 
with all war, hate, bitterness, 
jealousy and greed gone. 
"Oh, that with yonder sacred 
throng 
We at His feet may jail. 
Join in the everlasting song, 
And crown Him Lord of all." 



GREAT WORDS 

In the English Language 

THE greatest word is God. The 
deepest word is Soul. The long- 
est word is Eternity. The swiftest 
word is Time. The nearest word is 
Now. The darkest word is Sin. The 
meanest word is Hypocrisy. The 
broadest word is Truth. The strong- 
est word is Right. The tenderest 
word is Love. The sweetest word is 
Home, and the dearest word is 

Mother. 

(Continued from column 1) 
FOR THE INSTITUTIONS: League of 

Mercy activities and programs. 
FOR THE HOMEMAKERS: The Home 

League. Varied activities. 
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JFSUS. our Savi"i:r, stroiiy uiiii "J," suit! the sheep it'it/i the curly 

W<i;: htrniW;/ Ikh-m ni ii .'.'(iihlc nif/c "/ <i<ire //mi mi/ irool for His 

.Am/ I'm' jrtt'iulhi beasts imiiim/ //'>» b!uii/a'f warm; 

,;!,„, ,1, ' J/c icere T»i/ t'oiif on C/iri.s'tmas 

mom.'' 

"J," Nfiic/ l/ic do ii k el/, slifiiyif!/ nii(f "/." .'.-fiir/ r'ie nnncf. i/t'l/oio ami 

brown. ' Mnek. 

"; curried /-/is Mof/ier up iiml rliiiDi; "Oi.'cr file i/i'.sert upon my hack, 

I carried Iter safely to Bethlehem I brought }lim a gift in the Wise 

town." ' ' Men':; pack." 

"I." said the dove, ''from my rafter 

"I,'' said tlie con;, all white and red. high, 

'7 iiave Ilim ;iu/ mnmiiT for Ilia Cooed Him to sleep that He should 

bed; ' ' not en/. 

I gave Him my /my to pillow His U'e cooed Him to sleep, my mate 

bead," and I." — "Our Dumb Animals." 
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Joy to the World 

(See opposite page) 
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F all the- riongH of Christmas. harp; with the harp, and the voice 



none ex piloses the joy of the 
Advent of Christ more perhaps 
than does this glorious old hymn. 

It was written in 171!) — more than 
two centuries ago- — by Dr. Isaac 
Watts, author of "When I Survey 
tlie Wondrous Cross," and a host of 
other favorites. It^ message is a 
free treatment of the last verses of 
Psalm !)«: 



of a psalm. With trumpets and 
sound of eornet make a joyful noise 
before the Lord, the King! Let the 
sea roar, and the fullness thereof; 
the world and they that dwell 
therein. Let the floods elap their 
hands: let the hills be joyful to- 
gether before the Lord: for He Com- 
eth to judge the earth: With right- 
eousness shall He judge the world, 



'"Sinn unto the Lord with the and the people with equity." 




THE MESSAGE OF 
THE BELLS 

(Continued from page 3) 
divide the centuries of history into 
those before He was born, and 
those which have elapsed since. 

What a wonderful life He lived! 

Into a world that had lost its 
sense of direction He came — THE 
WAY. 

Into a world of darkness He 
came— THE LIGHT. 

Into a world of false values He 
came— THE TRUTH, 

Rulers, emperors, kings, princes, 
generals of the Army, admirals of 
the Navy; men who excelled in 
science, art, and literature; phil- 
osophers, explorers, humanitarians, 
social reformers; all of these came 
on the stage, passed on, and many 
are almost, if not entirely, forgot- 
ten. 

One Name LIVES, and will live 
when others are remembered no 
more — that of Jesus of Bethlehem 
... of Galilee ... of the Garden . . . 
of Calvary ... of the Grave ... of 
the Resurrection; at one time de- 
spised and rejected of men, but now 
crowned with glory and honor. 

Again at Christmas the bells of 
freedom are ringing in our thank- 
ful hearts and we pour out of them 
our love and affection. Again we 
bow in spirit with the Wise Men 
of old, and in the lines of one of our 
best-known, best-loved Christmas 
hymns, we sing: 

"Oh, come, let us adore Him, 
Christ the Lord!" 



THE BEST GIFTS 

LET us give each other gifts this 
Christmas more valuable than 
ever before, gifts of courage, of 
laughter, of good fellowship, of 
understanding, most of all, faith — 
faith in God, His plan, His power, 
His providence. So shall the Christ- 
mas Star shine out in our lives and 
the light shall never go out all the 
year round. 

Anne Sutherland Brooks. 



ANSWER TO CROSSWORD PUZZLE 



See Page 26 
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When receiving 
Christmas gifts 
this Christmas* 
tide, do not for- 
get others 
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A SELECTION OF FAVORITE 
CAROLS 

REPEAT THE SOUNDING JOY 

JOY to the world! the Lord is come; 
Let earth receive her King; 
Let every heart prepare Him room, 
And heaven and nature sing. 

Joy to the world! the Saviour reigns; 

Let men their tongues employ; 
While fields and floods, rocks, hills and 
plains, 

Repeat the sounding Joy. 

No more let sin and sorrow grow, 
Nor thorns infest the ground; 

He comes to make His blessings flow 
Far as the curse is found. 

He rules the world with truth and grace, 
And makes the nations prove 

The glories of His righteousness, 
And wonders of His love. 

TO ALL NATIONS 

CHRISTIANS, awake! salute the 
happy morn 
Whereon the Saviour of mankind was 

born; 
Rise to adore the mystery of love, 
Which hosts of angels chanted from 

above; 
With them the Joyful tidings first begun 
Of God incarnate and the Virgin's Son. 

Then to the watchful shepherds it was 

told, 
Who heard the angelic herald's voice, 

"Behold, 




"Salute the 
happy morn 
whereon the 
Saviour of 
mankind 
was born" 




Asleep at last — on Christmas Eve! 



Ili. Armstrong Roberts 
photo i 



I bring good tidings of a Saviour's birth 
To you and all the nations upon earth; 
This day hath God fulfilled His promised 

word; 
This day is born a Saviour, Christ the 

Lord." 

Then may we hope, the angelic hosts 

among. 
To sing, redeemed, a fllad triumphal 

song; 
He that was born upon this Joyful day 
Around us all His glory shall display; 
Saved by His love, incessant we shall 

sing 
Eternal praise to Heaven's almighty 

King. 

una 

O LITTLE TOWN OF 
BETHLEHEM 

O LITTLE town of Bethlehem, 
How still we see thee lie! 
Above thy deep and dreamless sleep 

The silent stars go by, 
Yet in thy dark streets shineth 

The everlasting light, 
The hopes and fears of all the years 
Are met in thee to-night. 

For Christ is born of Mary, 

And gathered all above, 
While mortals sleep, the angels keep 

Their watch of wond'ring love. 
O morning stars, together 

Proclaim the Holy birth, 
And praises sing to God the King 

And peace to men on earth. 



Holy Child of Bethlehem! 

Descend to us, we pray; 
Cast out our sin and enter In, 

Be born in us to-day, 
We hear the Christmas angels 

The great glad tidings tell; 
0, come to us, abide with us, 

Our Lord Emmanuell 

HEARTFELT WORSHIP 

THE calm of the night was broken, 
As the angels sang their song, 
As they left the gates of Heaven, 
Full many a hundred strong. 
Glory, glory, hallelujah I 
Praise to Jesus shall belong. 

The shepherds looked In wonder, 

To the Star so clear and bright, 
For they knew not in a manger, 
Lay a Baby, "King of Light," 
Glory, glory, hallelujah! 
Sang the angels in the night. 

The Wise Men found the stable, 
And they saw the Baby there, 
Gave Him humble, heartfelt worship 
And their costly treasures rare. 
Glory, glory, hallelujahl 
Sang the angels bright and fair. 

The world has ne'er ceased singing, 

Since that bright eventful morn, 

When angels sang the anthem, 

When Christ the Lord was born. 

Glory, glory, hallelujah! 

Was the music at that morn. 

Adjutant John Fltton, 
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